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	1. Chapter 1: First Encounter

Chapter 1

_First Encounter_

**Little note for everyone, this is my first fanfiction. I hope that you enjoy. Um... I disregarded Halo 4 and Metroid Other M (not because they were bad or anything, but because I simply chose to. XD [but Other M could have had better writing... And character development... And many other things... Halo 4 I simply adore, though. ^_^]). I would love for everyone that reads this to tell me what they think BECAUSE it is my first Fanfiction. I don't own Halo or Metroid. Microsoft and Nintendo do...**

**Anyways... Onward to the story. XD**

* * *

><p><em>Samus' POV<em>

The cosmos glittered. It showed many years of natural occurrences that created planets of great population and other planets of great abundance of mineral, oil and energy. It showed the power of what a prosperous race, or several races, could do to a universe that is full of materials that could be used for war, peace and overall life. It was violet, red, green, orange, yellow, blue, black... All the colors that one could think of. It was blinding. It was beautiful to the eye that was new to it all. It was solace to those who thought of it as such. It was _home _to all.

Because the cosmos glittered, it was almost no wonder that my ship, a hunter class with a rounded hull, three landing prongs, a green window for the cockpit, and painted orange, with the exception of the belly, had drifted, unnoticed, towards a scrap piece of what could have once been seen as a ship. It seemed to have sustained quite a bit of unconfined plasma energy. It was now metal that many could try to scavenge if they truly desired, considering it was out of use. However, there were newer and stronger metals out there that one would only need to know where to search to find them.

What led my ship to the now scrap metal ship was the distress beacon that repeated several times in 5 minute increments. It was not a code that many would be able to pick up, considering it was floating in an almost desolate part of space and also because it was a now outdated coding system. The only reason why my ship picked up the signal was because of the vast database that the memory in it stored and the AI that categorized this database. The only reason why my ship even changed course to the wreckage was because of my final decision to.

My name is Samus Aran, a bounty hunter that usually takes jobs for the Galactic Federation. It just so happened that I was returning home from such a job when my ship picked up the distress call. At this point, I had two options: leave and know that there would be no pay check or save whoever the signal was for and possibly earn a few credits. Of course, being the typical bounty hunter, I chose to see if there was anything to gain, besides feeling good, from finding out what had happened to the scrap piece of ship. So, I decided to land onto a seemingly stable piece of metal, climb out of the cockpit, and twirl a few times before landing in a crouching stance. It just so happened that I was wearing what was called a Chozo Varia Suit. It covered my entire body from head to toe with boots that ended at the knee with a spike, red jet boosters in the dorsal part of the body, tubing in front of the red helmet, large orange, round shoulder pads that would end up being eye level to the helmet's green visor, and a green arm canon on my right arm. The rest of the suit was a yellowish color. It was the typical garb that I used when on a mission, even though it might not have been helpful for stealth missions.

As I walked into the broken ship, I looked around the empty, or seemingly empty, ship. The halls had rust clinging to the walls that were silver-ish in color. They were also rectangular, a great contrast to the Varia suit. Tubes that had become broken and unusable littered the ground next to canisters full of what seemed to be outdated weaponry. Perhaps the ship was not completely empty but, it was most definitely quiet, the only sounds coming from my boots as they clanked on the ground. Once in a while, there would be a slight metallic clatter as something else was moved by my boot but, other than that, it was much too quiet for my liking. To help make me feel better, I activated the suit's scan visor to find out how old the ship truly was. It was almost a thousand years old. I then started to scan other objects to find that there was a weak, however definite, power source on the other side of a door that I just found.

Using the free arm that my suit allowed, I forced open the door since it did not seem to respond to the scan visor trying to hack it. On the other side of it, there was a faint blue-ish purple light coming from a terminal that was just in front of a cryo-stasis tube, an old issued one by the looks of it. From the light that came from the terminal, an apparition appeared. A female AI stood and stared straight at me, streams of what looked like code running down her body. She seemed to be seeing what I, clad in armor, was doing in a place like this. She seemed to be researching and surveying each and every move that I made.

"It's about time someone showed up. I was about to think that no one was going to find us." The AI seemed to smirk as she crossed her arms.

I scanned the apparition and the cryo-tube before deciding on a course of action. The cryo-tube seemed to hold signs of life, as faint as it was. It held a male that seemed to be wearing what was a Mark VI MJOLNIR armor, according to my scan. That was all that it gave. It was as if the information on that subject did not exist, or was destroyed, a long time ago. I then turned back to the AI and started to move closer to it.

"Don't try to take me out of this. I don't wish to leave without my companion here." The AI waved her hand towards the cryo-tube, "He's quite important to this galaxy." As the AI iterated this, I tried to grab the card that the AI's information lay but pulled back as electricity shot through my suit, scrambling the visor. "I said that I don't want to leave with out my companion. If you give me a moment, I'll wake him up." The AI seemed to be becoming more agitated at my repeated attempts at getting the data crystal from the terminal. It was at this moment, when I had almost found a solution to getting the data crystal, that I heard a low hiss coming from behind.

The cryo-tube was beginning to open and the man inside stood up. I found that he stood to be about a foot taller than me even as I already stood six feet three inches tall. His suit was a slight olive color that had seen many fights and held many scars of battle. It was armor that suited a warrior. He looked at me before grabbing an assault rifle from the side of the cryo-tube and pointing it three inches from my face. He hesitated as if waiting for me to make the first move. I looked down the barrel before ducking, hearing a shot as I had, and like many times in situations like this, I rolled myself into my morph ball. The man looked at what I had become and almost began shooting again before realizing that he could use me for a moment of football practice. He kicked me as I shifted back into my normal form and found myself against the wall opposite from him. The force of the impact brought down my shields twenty points from my first energy tank. It also left me winded. I took a deep breath before being met with another attack from the man, who decided that he would punch me in the gut. Again, I was winded. However, I somehow managed a forceful, "Wait." It came out sounding robotic and filled with static.

"Oh, so our little friend does have a voice." The AI chuckled.

The man almost looked puzzled, as much as he could in his suit, and asked, "Who are you?"

It took me a moment to find my breath, for I wasn't prepared for a full on assault, before standing up and answering, "My name... is Samus Aran. I'm a hired hunter... for the Galactic Federation." My speech did not flow as well as it usually did, showing that I was definitely thrown off guard.

The man continued to point his gun at me, "What are you doing here?"

"My ship picked up... a distress beacon... from these coordinates. I decided I would come and investigate." I took a deep breath and composed myself, finally feeling my breathing return back to normal.

The man started to lower his weapon as he turned to look at the AI that was still being projected on the terminal, "Cortana, how long have I been gone?"

"For quite some time, Chief. I was actually starting to doubt that anyone was going to come when that hunter showed up." Cortana shifted her weight, even though she did not have any, and put her hands on her hips, "I was lonely without anyone to talk to for the last thousand years or so but you had to go on and say to wake you up only when I needed you."

"Sorry. I figured we would be rescued by now." The man looked at Cortana in a way that seemed to be apologetic. He then asked, "Ready to get out of there?"

"I've been ready for a long time, Chief. I've been cooped up in this blasted ship for years. It's time that we get out and explore a little." Cortana grinned.

As the Chief leaned down to take the data crystal that contained the entirety of Cortana's consciousness, I brought my hand to his chest, pushing him back gently. I then asked, "Would you like me to transport her? She does not seem to have any of the information that you would need in today's society."

The Chief looked at me for a moment. He seemed to study me just as the AI, Cortana, had. It was not his decision but Cortana's decision that had broken the gaze, "How about I download any information from you that I need and then use the transport provided in Chief's helmet. It's been a while since I've traveled with him. I'm sure you understand." Cortana crossed her arms as we both looked at her.

"I... Guess that works. Do you have any objections?" I asked this then looked at the Chief as he nodded once in the affirmative. He still looked tense. I then looked at Cortana who gave me a nod before I pulled her out of the terminal and into a slot that was on my arm canon. As I waited for the AI to finish downloading what she needed, I turned to the armored man, "Chief, was it?... May I ask what your name is?"

"What type of files is Cortana downloading?" The man dodged the question and put his assault rifle in a magnetic portion of his armor. For some reason, I felt he could take me on even without his rifle, if he truly wished.

I sighed before answering, "She's downloading any of the history that you have missed as well as the means to read any of the new file types that have been created while in your slumber. Now, again, may I ask what your name might be?"

The green visor of my Chozo Varia Suit looked into the golden visor of his Mark VI MJOLNIR armor. I could not see his eyes, but he would not be able to see mine either. The blast shield on my visor still glowed, leaving a slight reflection on his visor and preventing him from seeing my eyes. The Chief seemed to be holding back as he spoke, "My designation is Spartan 117 of the UNSC forces. Most call me Master Chief." It was at this time that Cortana had finished downloading all necessary files from my suit's internal memory. I then yanked the crystal from my arm and handed it to the "Master Chief." He then brought it to a slot that was on the back of his helmet.

I brought my free hand to my hip while I rested my arm canon against my large shoulder pad, "That doesn't help much with names but... I guess it works for now. Nice to meet you... Chief." I brought my canon down from my shoulder and began to walk towards the forced open door, "I suggest you follow me if you wish to get out of here and actually have a way out. Otherwise, I'm going to leave without you and you'll have to find your own way." I looked back and chuckled as I found the Chief debating it, "I'm the only one with a ship to actually get you out of here... I don't think anyone is going to be coming to rescue you any time soon."

The Chief muttered to himself, "Why would he be the only one around?"

Cortana answered with an almost chuckling sound, my suit picking it up only because it was on an un-encrypted wavelength, "Well, you were asleep for quite some time and nobody found us until now..." She actually did chuckle at this point, "Hmm, I feel right at home being in here again. Your suit has always been a home to me. It's been a long time, John. It's been a long time." I grinned finally learning the man's true name. However, I would not use it until he revealed it to me himself.

We had been walking until we were almost to my ship. Little to no words passed between us but Cortana seemed to be talking John's ears off until I stopped short in my track to my ship. I was eyeing my motion tracker for it now had small red dots that seemed to be coming from just outside the wrecked ship. I knew what they were. They were beings that had rough looking exoskeletons that came in various colors. Some were striped, others were plain but, they were all commonly known as Space Pirates. They made my life incredibly difficult at times and this time was no exception.

I then frowned, "Crap. Not here, too." I brought my suit's arm canon into a ready stance when a space pirate decided to show himself and shot a plasma bullet towards me, only to miss and leave a molten spot on a wall behind me. I then shot back and found that it had found a nice, cozy, warm spot in the pirate's bug-like face. I grinned as more space pirates continued to pour into the wrecked ship, "Yo, Chief, you don't mind if we blow this place into nothingness, do you?" I looked at him as he was running up to one of the pirates, tearing its weapon from it's arm, and beating it over the head with the same weapon that he tore off. Apparently, the space pirates had taken to attacking him as well. He then nodded and brought out the same Assault rifle that had been pointed at my head only a few moments before and emptied a whole clip on a second wave of the colorful mass of space pirates. He did not seem to care what he was shooting at but he showed the instincts of a true warrior. He showed the instincts of someone such as I... Someone who had been trained since childhood to protect themselves and worry about what the consequences of those actions later.

After emptying a few rounds and charging a few blasts, we retreated to my ship. I jumped on top of it and waited for John to follow suite. He did not seem to have much difficulty which was rare for people that I knew. They usually needed my help to climb into the ship because they could not jump as high as I could. I stood in awe for a moment and then came back to my senses to get into the ship. John followed but only after debating it again and reluctantly falling inside.

Once inside the ship, I told Adam, my AI, to target the scrap ship and fire once the range between us allowed. The last thing that I saw before the stars began to stretch, was a large flash of orange-ish red light enveloping the outdated ship. It would never be seen again.
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Chapter 2

_Sudden Realization  
><em>

**Disclaimer: Halo and Metroid belong to Microsoft and Nintendo...**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p><em>Ridley watched as the explosion threw many of the still living space pirates towards his ship. He growled in frustration and raked at many of the novice pirates that happened to be in front of him. His wings glowed with an orange-ish strip of shielding that was powered by an internal energy source which allowed him to fly in battle. His eyes glowed red to increase the menacing look that he showed to everything around him. The space pirates around him cowarded.<em>

_He turned around and found himself a seat on his throne in the dark, organic looking, ship. As he sat down, one of the pirates, in an alien dialect, gave him information on a small living creature that one of the other pirates had found before the ship enveloped in flame. They had contained it for further study and development. _

_Upon this news, the space-dragon's mouth started to turn into a wicked grin._

* * *

><p><em>John's POV<em>

The ship exploded in a fiery blaze. Chunks of it flew everywhere into the endless space. The hunter, Samus Aran, was piloting his cramped aircraft and stopped once light-speed had been achieved. Around me, there was only about a foot more room of space on all sides of me. Perhaps if the hunter had allowed me to go into a different compartment, I would have more room. Since that's not how it worked out (I haven't really asked), I had to refrain from accidentally pressing any of the brightly lit buttons that stuck out of the walls. Some I could figure out what they did, others had strange markings that didn't make any sense and others seemed to be just for show. Still, staying still for too long might have ended up exhausting my already freezer-burned muscles. They were still in pain from the unexpected use on both the hunter and the bug-like beings that decided to attack us. It didn't help that I was still tense in the presence of the hunter. There was something about him that seemed... Off... But I guess it could also be due to my brain still thawing from cryo-sleep.

"I suggest you go into one of the other cabins, spartan. You seem to be in need of some more rest." All of a sudden, another AI appeared right in front of me. He seemed to be a life sized version of a man with strange white clothes and medals that I couldn't recognize on sight. His hair was short and black with a few strands hanging over his forehead. He stood up straight and gave the impression that he was of a high authority. "Your artificial intelligence unit may either stay in the place where she is or she may find herself a spot in the ship's internal memory unit. Don't be afraid of using up all the space in this ship's internal memory. It has room to spare." The AI then smiled and disappeared.

"Like Adam says, you should probably get some rest." The hunter turned around in the seat that he sat, "By the looks of things, you were in there for longer than I could ever believe." For a moment, the angular visor on the hunter's helmet lost it's glow, allowing me to see his eyes. They were a blue-ish green color with a darker ring of blue around the iris and long eyelashes. They held a past of pain and suffering, anger and hate, hope and longing. And then they closed as the hunter sighed, "Either go through the door on your left or go through the door on your right, either way, I won't go in there and disturb you. Also, there's no need to feel tense. I don't plan on hurting you or the AI that you hold. Just know that I have my own values and would not dream of dealing with problems of the past." They opened again as the hunter turned around again.

I looked around me and did find two doors but I didn't know how to open either one of them. All the buttons near them looked the same. I still didn't trust the hunter, even as he tried to put any of my worries to rest, it only made me more tense. However, I realized that my muscles were going to give out on me soon. I almost pushed a button that was near the door but advised myself against it since I didn't know if it would make the thrusters on the ship stop, explode or do nothing at all. Perhaps it might have been a button to be used for emergencies only. I would rather not have taken my chances. So, I stood up straight and continued standing where I was.

The hunter looked back at me. He seemed confused and shook his head for a moment before turning back to the ship's controls. My muscles started to twitch only slightly. "Chief," Cortana began, "Perhaps you should have me..." I shook my head and started to finger at the buttons. I didn't press any of them but I knew that at some point, I had to press one... That, or ask the other AI to open the door for me. I didn't trust Cortana inside the ships networking ways. I didn't even trust the hunter's suit when Cortana asked to get the information that she might need. For all I knew, she might have downloaded some sort of virus and could end up being completely erased at any moment.

The hunter turned around again. He seemed to sigh as he got up from his seat, walked over to the door, and with his free hand, pressed a somewhat octagonal shaped button. He then, with his free hand again, waved toward the door to show that it was open. I nodded in some sort of thanks as the hunter rolled his eyes. "Sorry, I forgot that you just barely woke up from cryo-sleep... If you need help with anything else, have your AI tell you. She should know what everything does." The hunter sighed, went back to his seat and turned himself toward the cockpit window again. I nodded again and went into the room that was now open to me. The door closed behind me. The hunter still didn't seem right.

"Chief, perhaps you should let me roam around in the ship's networking ways. Then you wouldn't have the same problem that we just had." Cortana chuckled and was surprised when I didn't pull her out of my helmet. "Chief, You don't have to worry about that hunter. The information that I downloaded should actually put your trust in the hunter's favor."

I sighed, "I still don't trust him. There is something off about him..."

Cortana let out a laugh and said, "Well, you trust me don't you? I trust that hunter. Now, I suggest you let me roam around before you're childishness makes me torture you with how ridiculous you are when it comes to actually opening a door." Cortana started to laugh as I yanked her out of my helmet and found a slot in a terminal next to the door. She had won. She continued to chuckle as she projected herself just as the AI, Adam, had done just before. The only difference was that she didn't look like he did. She was still the same blue-ish purple mess of code that she had always been... Only life-sized... Like when we were in the first Halo's control room. She definitely looked amused.

I sighed as I took off my helmet, put it under my arm and looked around the room. There was more space than there was in the cockpit but the ceiling still threatened to hit my head. There was a bed in the middle of the room that looked welcoming at first glace. When I walked towards it and sat on it, it sank to the ground. I stood back up and it didn't come back up. "Oops..." I scratched the back of my head as I remembered that I was still wearing the rest of my armor. I looked at Cortana who was now in a fit of laughter and started to peal off the armor that encased me. Soon, all that was left was a black under-suit. I sat back down on the bed and looked at my surroundings once again. I noticed there was a closet on one side of the room and on the other, there was another door. I walked over to it and Cortana opened it for me, still laughing as she did so.

It was a bathroom. Perhaps it was just me still warming up from being frozen for all those years but once I saw that shower, I had to strip and clean myself. It was the most refreshing thing that I had felt since I was awake. The water was warm and, as it beat against my sore muscles, it seemed to heal them almost instantly. I didn't want to leave that little box of relief, but I couldn't stand being in the same spot for too long. I ended up leaving within ten minutes.

I wrapped a towel around me, picked up my under-suit that I had left on the ground, walked into the room with the bed, was shown where the hamper was by Cortana, and threw my under-suit inside to be washed. I had lain down on the now broken bed after doing that series of events. It wasn't the most comfortable thing in the world... But that was my fault. I sighed and got under the covers. I looked over at the door to make sure the hunter wasn't there and then up at the ceiling as a thought struck my mind, "Cortana... What have I missed since I was asleep?"

Cortana crossed her legs as she sat on the ground next to me, "Where do you want me to start? I have a whole galaxy worth of information in here." She smiled and leaned back onto her hands showing that she was relaxed as ever.

"How about we start at the beginning?" I looked at her with drowsy eyes. I hoped I could stay awake for everything that she was willing to tell me.

Cortana chuckled, "So you want me to begin at the start of civilization, huh? I guess I could try and find history from that time period." She brought a hand to her mouth as she continued to laugh. She laughed for a good three minutes before stopping and starting her review of past events, "Well, I guess we'll start with when we disappeared. When we disappeared from Human and Covenant space, they tried to search for us. The Arbiter looked for us but not as diligently as the humans did. The UNSC sent several search parties after us but never succeeded in their assignments. Instead, they found other planets that were willing to join the UNSC.

"After so many planets joined, the planets voted in creating what is now called The Galactic Federation. There is a council that controls all of the actions that are established on each planet. Mining operations, civil wars, trading routes, energy consumption, taxes, energy production, they are all controlled by the Galactic Federation. This form of government had kept the galaxy at peace for the most part.

"One race, particularly, has rebelled against the Federation and has actually declared war on them. They are known as the Space Pirates. They are a species that were evolved from insects into a stronger sentient being. They are capable of speech and they follow a hierarchy system. Their overall leader was once an artificial intelligence by the name of Mother Brain. It was destroyed by the bounty hunter Samus Aran on a mission for the Galactic Federation to eliminate all metroid life. Next down on the list would be the Space dragon, Ridley. He was also destroyed by Samus Aran on the same mission but has since been rebuilt in a robotic form called Meta Ridley. Next down is some sort of Space Dinosaur called Kraid. Again, he was killed by the bounty hunter, Samus Aran, and has not made himself known as of yet. It is safe to say that he, quite possibly, could be dead.

"There have been no flood sightings, but instead, there have been metroid sighting. A metroid is a creature that is able to absorb any other creatures life energy from their body by latching onto them with four prominent pinchers in their larval state, and evolve to be an Omega Metroid unless they have the special DNA to become a Queen Metroid. They grow rapidly when exposed to gamma radiation. They were destroyed along with planet Zebes by the bounty hunter, Samus Aran."

Cortana continued but I found it hard to keep my eyes open. I closed them while I listened for a little while longer. Everything seemed to be connected to Samus Aran, the bounty hunter that had found me at last and had woken me up after all those years on the crippled ship. Perhaps I should have trusted him a bit more... It seemed that the universe didn't need me anymore. They had Samus on their side. It seemed that nothing could defeat that guy. Cortana's voice got quieter and quieter as other thoughts filled my head and the feeling of peaceful sleep started to overcome me. Perhaps, now, I could get the rest that I have deserved for so long...

_...Sergeant Johnson stood commanding all his soldiers, yelling, screaming, shouting. Captain Keyes was firing a covenant Needler, piercing through enemy energy shields and shattering on impact. Miranda Keyes is holding a pistol and a shotgun, brutes are surrounding her. _

_Sergeant Johnson was killed by 343 Guilty Spark. Captain Keyes had been turned into part of the Gravemind. Miranda was shot by truth with a needler. _

_Comrades that were now dead... Friends that would be missed... Family that would forever mourn..._

_War, death, destruction, sorrow, hate, acceptance. Fight..._

"DARN IT, ADAM! I TOLD YOU TO GET ME ACCESS TO THOSE FILES!" A woman's voice rang as well as a thud as it sounded like someone hitting a table with their fists.

"Lady, everything that I try to get into is locked by the Galactic Federation. Only certain people can access those files."

The woman seemed to start muttering to herself, "I save their sorry butts and this is how they repay me? They don't even let me into past files that almost nobody cares about anymore. I swear, all the Federation is comprised of are numb-skulls that don't know how to show gratitude." Her voice grew louder and louder as her frustration became more evident.

I got up from my bed, got my under-suit that was now cleaned, put it on, got my other armor pieces, put those on and finally put my helmet on as I grabbed my assault rifle. The door to my room opened a small crack once I asked Cortana to do so. I looked out to where the voices were coming from. If someone was trying to get government secrets, it would have been best for someone such as I to listen in and see if it was something worth doing something about. The woman couldn't be seen but the AI was right in my line of sight. She must have been sitting in the pilot's seat. I had my weapon ready.

"Lady, please calm down. I shall try a different method of getting into the database that you seek." I saw the AI working. For a brief moment, he almost looked like Cortana as he flashed green with coding running through him then back to his original form, "I believe I have gotten the information that you seek."

"Show me." The woman's voice rang out.

A holo-projected screen came onto the cockpit's window in a rectangular shape. Information covered it from corner to corner and a small triangle in the bottom right hand corner showed that it still had more to list off. The woman began to read aloud, "The UNSC forces were a large military organization which was there to help find new alliances on different planets and create peace throughout the galaxy. It also had scientific research divisions but most notable was the Orion and Spartan-II projects which created a group of elite super-soldiers that helped out in times of war. These 'Spartans' were known and feared by the covenant, calling them 'Demons.' They wore MJOLNIR class armor and were known throughout the galaxy. They were the heroes of the UNSC. A note worthy spartan is Spartan 117 who has earned every medal except for the Prisoner of War medal... Hmm... Seems our little friend here is famous."

It was obvious that she was reading selectively and paraphrasing some parts. However, that was top secret information that no one was supposed to get into. Whoever the woman was, she wasn't going to get by so...

The pilot's chair turned around. The woman was wearing the hunter's suit of armor but the helmet was missing. Instead, it was underneath the left arm _of the hunter._ As I looked at her, I realized that she was the hunter that had saved me. She had the same blue-green eyes. She had long, blonde hair that was tied up into a ponytail. As she stood up, I realized that I should have noticed it sooner since her waist was so small. I blamed my brain that must have still needed to thaw a little bit more. Then, in a flash of light, the suit was gone and replaced by a skintight blue suit. I could see the woman's slender, curvy, muscular shape perfectly. She stood to be only a few inches shorter than what her suit had originally been. She started to walk towards the other door of her ship.

The bounty hunter that I had once thought was a man... Turned out to be a woman. A woman that could withstand at least some of my attacks.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I wanted to thank everyone for encouraging me to continue on. ^_^ I will try my best for you guys. Before you say anything about Master Chief not knowing about Samus being a girl, I just love people's reactions to Samus being a girl. I know very well that Chief had once worked with women in armor... Now I'm curious as to what my reaction was when I figured it out... I don't remember... I think at that time I didn't really know about Samus and Metroid... I just remember playing Halo ever since I was little and then looking up youtube videos and figuring out about Samus... Then I figured out that I had a Metroid game for the Gamecube... The first one I ever had. Metroid Prime. I fell in love with it and the art style and continued to play through the rest of the games. I really enjoyed them. ^_^ All of them... Even if I have yet to finish The original Metroid, Fusion and Prime 2... Hehehe... *Has the Metroid Prime trilogy and still is afraid to play it* ^_^;. Also, I've played through all the Halo games except for Halo 4 and Halo Wars. I want Halo 4 so badly though... Oi... The joys of being flat broke... And a teenager... XD**
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Chapter 3

_Demon's Price_

**A/N: Alright, now Samus and Chief are kinda on the same page... For the most part. Chief knows that Samus works for the Galactic Federation which is kinda what the UNSC had become and He now knows that Samus is a girl... Still love people's reaction to Samus being unveiled to be a girl. XD Samus now knows that Chief was a part of the Spartan-II program and... Well... Yeah. Anyways... The plot shall thicken soon enough. You probably already know what might happen since Ridley found something... No good could come from that. **

**I don't own Halo or Metroid. Microsoft and Nintendo own them. **

**Anyways, Onto the story. ^_^**

* * *

><p><em>Samus' POV<em>

I had read what I wanted to from the greenish, rectangular projection on the cockpit's window. As I finished, I turned from it and stood up from where I had originally sat. My helmet was under my arm and becoming bothersome. Because of this, I decided I would deactivate my bulky, orange suit and go to my room. I deactivated my suit but I only got so far before my eye caught a golden object coming from a crack in the other door. Reds, greens and yellows reflected towards me from that golden object. I looked back at Adam who was still being projected. He shrugged and disappeared before I turned back towards the door, walked nearer to it and knocked.

On the other side of the door, I heard a large clank as it seemed that John had stood up from kneeling, no doubt, right next to the door. The door opened and John looked down on me, his rifle in his hand but not in a ready position. I could tell, by the way that he was looking at me, that he was somewhat bewildered. His rifle looked as though it would fall out of his hands. However, it twitched as he brought it back to that magnetic portion on his back. Then, he spoke, "I thought you said you wouldn't 'go in and disturb' me."

I simply smiled and looked down towards the ground before looking back up and saying, "That was before you decided to spy on me... Granted I was being pretty loud, wasn't I?" I held that smile as his golden visor continued to look at me.

"What were you doing looking at those files?"

"Simply trying to find out a little more about you."

"Why not ask me about it yourself instead of looking into private government information?"

"Perhaps I was trying to be courteous to you since it was obvious that you needed more rest. Plus if I did that, it would fit into the category of going in and disturbing you."

"You're not supposed to get into those files."

"And you're not supposed to be alive."

There was silence as the green suit of armor turned around, obviously frustrated, and walked into the room again. He turned his head so that he could say one thing, "Next time, ask." He then walked further into the room, allowed me to see the now broken bed, and commanded Cortana to close the door behind him.

I put my hands on my hips and shook my head, hair deciding to slip from the small red band that tied it in place. I turned around, went back towards the door that I had originally planned on going through, and pressed a small green button which opened it. I walked inside and closed the door behind me. I looked around the room that I would be using tonight. It had a small bed with violet coverings in the corner, a yellow side-table right next to the bed, a somewhat worn door that led to a small closet filled with my various outfits in another corner, and another door that led to a bathroom near where I stood. Thankfully, there were two bathrooms so that I would not have to worry about walking in on the man in the next room.

I sighed, walked over to the closet, opened up the door, and found an orange two piece to change into before jumping onto my bed. I stared at the ceiling for a little while before closing my eyes. I was trying to get to that point of rest where it was like I was floating in the air. I could not get there, however, and found that my mind was being filled with questions about the man in green armor. Why was he in that cryo-tube for so long? What had made him a candidate for that Spartan-II program? How was it, that I allowed him to roam freely in my ship even if I did not trust him completely?

I sighed again and opened my eyes to look at the ceiling again. My eyes started to trace some of the several markings that were there. Thoughts continued to fill my head. I tried to figure out how he worked, how he was so strong and how he was able to do so much damage to my suit's energy shield. He could have finished me... But why had he not?

I turned onto my side, cupping my hands underneath my head and bringing my legs up to my chest. My thoughts kept me awake and would not leave me unless they were answered by the only man that could answer them. It would mean that I had to get out of my bed and disturb his solace once again. That did not seem to be the best course of action. I ended up staying in my bed. Still, thoughts swarmed me.

I turned onto my back. Why was this bothering me so much? He was a man from the past that still needed to learn everything there needs to be known in today's society. He had his AI for that, though. I would not need to be right next to him holding his hand in everything that he did or said. I had always been uninterested by past affairs, but for some reason, I could not get the thought of it out of my mind since he entered this ship. That is why I had originally wanted to look at those files that Adam had given access to.

I groaned and sat up from my bed, unable to bare my thoughts any longer. I had already learned all I needed to know about his time, but it seemed that I still had a lot to learn about him. He seemed like the type that would not trust easily, though. It would be hard to get him to tell me about himself. He hid underneath his helmet, just as I used to in my earlier bounty hunting years. He was stubborn, strong, and seemingly lacking some emotions. That could not be right. He was probably trying to hide some of his emotions. He would not have acted so rashly towards me if he did not have feelings for the AI that I tried to help, otherwise.

I sighed for what seemed like the hundredth time. I then looked back up at the ceiling. John was someone that I could relate to but I did not know how to approach him without being snapped at or injured greatly. Perhaps even losing trust that I might have already gained. I was surprised to find that a blue-ish light started to glow and show up where I was looking. I took my eyes off the ceiling before finding the source of the light, the AI that came with John.

She crossed her arms as she looked at me, "Please forgive my companion's behavior. He has been in Cryo-sleep for almost a thousand years, you know."

I looked at the AI's projection. She was now life-sized but she still retained the same image that she had on the small terminal in the broken ship. I tilted my head, a slight pop sounding as I did so. I then shrugged, "I forgive him. I personally wouldn't trust me at this moment, either. I'm a strange person that could, or could not, be helping you for selfish reasons."

Cortana eyed me before continuing, "Do you have any idea on anything that could be useful from saving us?"

I thought about it for a moment, trying to remember if I had come across any bounty for either the AI or John. Nothing came to mind, "No, I don't suppose that there is anything that I know about. Not at the moment, anyways."

I looked back at her and she seemed satisfied, "That's all I needed to know. Thank you." She smiled and disappeared.

I was left to my solitude once again. After that confrontation from Cortana, I could not stand it. I stood up and decided that I would check up on what was going on in the cockpit. I walked towards the door, pressed the button again, closed the door behind me and walked up and sat in the pilot's seat. The cockpit glowed from the lights of buttons which duties went from controlling the ships thrusters, to controlling the ships security system, to controlling the various files of information that it stored. I looked to my left which held the ships navigation chart and saw that it was almost near Earth. I rested my elbows on the armrests on both sides of me, rubbing my temples with my fingers.

I turned away from the navigation chart, brought my hands down from my temples and started to type some of the various characters that rested on some of the buttons before me. It opened up another greenish window that listed several bounties that I could go after. I started to scroll down using a cyan colored ball that sat on my left armrest. There were some that were for famous criminals, others that were rescue missions, and others that were specific to the Galactic Federation. The newest listings were on the top and were from rich families that wanted to get back at the other for some sort of misunderstanding or another: Assassination missions. I never really liked those types of bounties even though they paid well. I scrolled down more and found that there was several coming from merchants that wanted a certain thief taken into custody for stealing various items... Some of the merchants wanted him dead.

I continued scrolling, looking at past bounties that I had already completed and others that I had planned on getting but ended up being too late for. There were also some that were from even before I was born. One of them caught my eye. It came from the old organization that was once called the Covenant. It was a bounty on Spartans. They were wanted dead at a paid price of a hundred thousand credits.

I whistled at the price but thought that the price should have been higher. They would have ended up getting more hunters to try to find one. Of course, at that time, nobody would know what a spartan even was. I did not know until recently... Still, I did not plan on doing anything like that to some one who I just saved. I sat up straight in my seat and began to stretch.

I then heard a sound coming from behind me. I closed the list of bounties, turned around in my chair and saw the large suit of armor. He did not look as tense as he was when he first entered this ship. In fact, he seemed as though he had recovered from some sort of emotional and physical burden that he had. He stood there, looking at me as though he wished to ask something.

"What is it you want, Chief?" I asked, almost saying John instead.

He shifted as though he wanted to speak but could not find the words that he wished to say. He looked to his right and looked to his left, lights from the buttons that surrounded him making his mask look like a field of stars. He then seemed to focus on the navigation chart and asked, "Where are we going?" It was obviously not what he wanted to say but I answered anyways.

"We are going to Earth, the Galactic Federation Headquarters, for supplies, repairs, and perhaps a few upgrades... You don't mind, do you?" I folded my arms at this time, only barely realizing that I was still in my orange two piece outfit.

He shook his head and paused for a moment, then asked, "Why did you come and rescue us? Cortana and I, I mean."

I looked at him for a moment and answered, "I was wondering if I would get anything for rescuing you. I guess I'll end up just losing some things since you are another mouth to feed." I chuckled for a moment, disregarding the information that I had just learned, and then wished to ask a question of my own, "Who are you, really? What makes you act the way you do?"

It was at this moment that John tensed, "I guess this is as good a time as any..." He paused and looked back, Cortana happened to be standing there. He turned back to look at me, "I'm... Sorry."

I blinked in surprise for a moment, "Um... Apology accepted? I'm not completely sure why you're apologizing."

"Cortana told me about you and your affiliation with the military and your true intentions of what to do with us. You just confirmed what she had told me. It shows that you are an honest person that I should be willing to trust." He looked towards the ground.

I rolled my eyes, "Well, it's about time. I saved your butt for goodness' sake... But you still haven't answered my question. I've answered every question that you've thrown at me. I expect the same from you. Now, again, I ask you, What makes you, you?"

He looked at me for a moment, then, standing up straight, answered with a story, "I was six years old when I was taken into the military. They trained me, along with several other five to six year olds. Once we were physically ready, we were taken for surgery so that we could handle carrying the MJOLINIR armor that I wear. After that, we went into more advanced training to help us move inside without being restricted by our own movements. It was intense training and many tried to escape from the facility that we were at so that they could get back home and not worry about all the blood, sweat and tears that we shed.

"After we were trained, we were thrown right in battle as the covenant started glassing the planet around us. We fought, and many of my close friends died. I was then thrown into a cryo-tube on a ship called the _Pillar of Autumn_. This was after I had met Cortana for the first time. The _Pillar of Autumn _ended up crashing on a ring world called Halo..."

He continued on with his story. It intrigued me. I was not much one for past experiences but his tale was interesting. It helped quench that thirst I had for his past knowledge. I had read of the battles that had taken place between the Humans and the Covenant but hearing it from his point of view made it seem as though I could feel the countless deaths in the air, the plasma fire as it grazed my head, the impact of falling from twenty or more miles from the ground, and the deaths of close friends in the end.

I almost shed a tear as he finished his story with him staying inside the cryo-tube, waiting for someone to rescue them. I looked at him for a moment. He had been standing straight for the whole time that he was telling his story. He must have been tired after talking that much and not having a seat to sit on as he was telling his story. Then I remembered that he had just been in his room sleeping for most of this trip.

I looked at him for a few more moments, "Thank you for answering my question." I cleared my throat and turned around to face the front of the ship, "I didn't think that you had that type of life. I can see why you acted the way you did when you attacked me that first time." I looked at the endless stretch of space that was before me, "I'm sorry for acting the way I had."

I could not see him at this point. His voice was gruff as he said, "Perhaps we were both at fault."

"Yeah."

There was a moment of silence and then Adam broke it, "We are almost at the Galactic Federation Headquarters, lady. I suggest we get ready to land." He appeared right next to the ship navigation, "And, spartan, I suggest you stay in-"

"Adam he's fine coming with us. I don't mind." I looked back at John before actually turning the chair and getting out. I stood right up next to him, looking at his golden visor, "Do you wish to come with me?"

For a moment, John did not seem to care whether or not he would go. However, before long, he nodded.

I smiled, "Good... Now if you excuse me, I'm going to change back into my hunting gear." John moved out of the way so that I could get into the room to change back into my zero suit and come back into the cockpit.

The final landing procedures commenced and I stepped out of the ship, John following me with his AI in his helmet. There was something in the back of my mind gnawing at me, though.

Had he seen the bounty? He did not act like he saw it. In a flash of light, I was armored in my Varia suit, ready for anything that might happen with him or anyone else.


	4. Chapter 4: Covenant Fear

Chapter 4

_Covenant Fear_

**Disclaimer: I don't own Metroid or Halo. Nintendo and Microsoft do. Enjoy! ^_^**

* * *

><p><em>A short creature, with an orange shell that covered a tank full of methane, watched Samus and John from a distance. Humans called his race 'grunts' but their scientific name was 'Unggoy.' He let out a whimper, recognizing the taller figure from one of his history books, before running off and finding his friends. They were all grouped together by a purple coated ship and were surprised to hear about the 'demon' at first. They then ran off to see for themselves. The demon was standing there looking around as if he were in a trance, the person that was right next to him finally nudging his arm so that they could continue inside the Galactic Federation Headquarters. The group panicked and ran towards their ship again, running into one of their larger friends, a Sangheili(Or Elite in human terms).<em>

_When he received word about the demon, he was quick to tell one of his home world partners who then passed it on to someone of higher command. The message worked it's way up, higher and higher until it was received by the now general of the entire fleet. He thought about what action would be best to take. He often paced several times. His armor was silver and he had an energy sword slung onto his hip to be used in times of stress and emergency. His pace got slower and slower as he thought, looking out into the stars as if trying to find a sign. He ended up taking a seat, bringing his fist to his chin in thought. _

_After a while, he ended up not taking any course of action. Times had changed and if the demon wished to fight them, then so be it. They would fight back and be the victor. If he chose to stay at peace, so be it. They would continue acting as though he weren't there, continuing on with their patrols and training. _

_Some of the soldiers that surrounded the general shouted in opposing tones. What if the Demon was joining with the Galactic Federation to fight off their forces and destroy their homes and family? What if the Demon was only there to kill them off, sticking their heads on pikes as trophies? What was to say that the Demon meant no harm to the Covenant? These were questions thrown to the general. It put the burden of his race and those of his allies' on his shoulders, the debate between his brothers awakening the seed of doubt. _

_He rested his chin once more. He allowed himself to ponder on what was said. In the end, he kept with his words that were spoken before. Certainly, the Demon had some sort of reasons for making himself known. They would just have to figure out what that would be patiently. There was no need for useless bloodshed._

* * *

><p><em>John's POV<em>

Samus and I had landed on Earth. It now looked clean, full of shine, and overall, comfortable to live on. It was much different from the last time that I had walked on it's surface. The particular place that we landed was actually a docking ramp that was connected to a large dome-shaped building. Everything shined with a golden luster. It was almost like walking out to see gold sprawled out just for the taking. Even the buildings (thousands of them were around the dome-shaped building) shined with this same luster. It was a future that anyone of the UNSC would have wanted for Earth. I stood in awe before being brushed past by the hunter that had brought me here.

"Do you like what you see of this place? Of course, you weren't born here but you sure were raised to protect this place." The hunter looked back at me, her visor transparent, and smiled with her eyes. She then looked back and started to walk towards the building which was our destination. I started to walk behind her. We continued walking on the golden strip of platform until we were stopped by a group of two men. They were positioned to guard the entrance.

"What is your business here?" One of them questioned. He wore armor that covered him, head to toe, in silver. His visor was angular, kind of like Samus' but not quite as wide. It was also blue, much different from Samus' green visor. He held a weapon that was attached to an energy pack on his back and it looked as though it were for a wider range, as apposed to a farther range. All in all, his armor was much different from Samus' armor. I guess it would be expected since she was a bounty hunter and he was a soldier in the military which had certain guidelines that had to be followed. He stood up tall, just as a military man should do.

Samus tilted her head before answering the soldier, "I'm here to collect another one of my bounties. What other business would I be here for?" She ended up putting her free hand on her hip and her canon in a downwards facing position. She acted as if I wasn't there next to her.

"Authorization code." The other man talked this time and handed out a small keypad to the hunter. This one wore the same model of armor as the other guard, only in black. Samus took the keypad and pushed a few buttons with her thumb before giving it back, "Bounty Hunter Samus Aran. You are cleared for meeting with the council. Before you go in, you are required to be scanned for hazardous material and -"

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, basic procedure, I get it." She brought her hand back into a resting position before starting to walk towards the entrance again. She stopped and turned back before she forgot an important matter of business. Me. She looked at the two soldiers and said, "Is it alright if I bring him along?" She flicked her head towards me.

The two of them looked at each other for a moment. One of them ended up breaking the gaze that they shared and brought out a small electronic pamphlet. It probably held rules and guidelines that were to be followed during his shift on duty. He began reading and stopped once he had found what he needed, "As long as he agrees to also be checked for hazardous materials and not cause any disruptions, he can go along with you." The man looked me up and down. I couldn't see his face, but I was sure he was surprised to see someone dressed up in armor as I was. Perhaps it was a common occurrence now, I didn't know.

Samus nodded and waved for me to follow. I acted upon that beckoning and followed close behind, my walk steady and sure. After going through a few halls, we came into a room that had a large scanner of some sort. Samus stepped into it when she was told to. A grid-like orange light passed through her as the machine scanned, allowing the computer to search it's databases to see if it were the actual hunter and also to check for chemicals that weren't allowed past that point. Everything checked out for her and she continued onto the next room. She then turned and waited for me to get through the scanner.

I stepped into it just as Samus had done just before. The same orange grid passed through me. Things didn't go as smoothly with me. It turned out that my energy pack that I had was not an authorized power-source anymore. Also, my database didn't exist along with Cortana's. I had to stay behind. The guards opened up the door and had me get out on the opposite side of where Samus was. She shook her head and walked into the other room, leaving me behind to wait for her return.

Fifteen minutes passed and Samus still hadn't showed up again. The men around me began to chatter among themselves. They often looked at me as I stood were I was. I heard a few mentions of Samus' name and a few mentions of who I was but it looked as though they were confused. Soon then chatter died down and that's when Cortana decided she would keep me entertained while I waited.

"Wonderful predicament that you've gotten us into this time." She chuckled, "Let me ask you a question, why are we even still here? We could have gone off and explored a little bit since it seems she won't be back for a little while longer. We could have even just went off and never come back."

"I guess I didn't think about it. I still don't know how to react about this place. Earth is so... Different from when I last saw it." I started to walk a few feet away from the soldiers that were eyeing me. They tensed a little bit before realizing that I wasn't going anywhere and then relaxed. They looked as though they were ready for an attack at any moment.

"Chief, perhaps you should ask one of those men over there if it is okay to put me into a terminal... Like that one over there." I had happened to look at a terminal at the moment that Cortana said those words.

I looked around for a little while longer before walking up to one of the soldiers, looked down on him and asked, "Is it possible to allow my AI to look up information using that terminal over there?"

The man looked scared for a moment before clearing his throat and nodding. He didn't say anything but gave the impression that he wasn't as experienced as the soldiers that were in front of this building. I shook off the impression that he gave and walked over to the terminal, yanked Cortana from my helmet and allowed her to roam in the networks of information that were now open to her. She giggled contentedly as she showed herself on the holo-projector.

"And I thought Samus' ship had a lot of information. It's glorious. A thousand years of information at my fingertips. It's better than when I was in Halo's control center." She smiled and spun around as if she were a little girl. I had never seen her like this but it was enjoyable to see her having fun.

We ended up waiting for another hour and a half or so before Samus finally showed up with a man close behind her. He walked up and examined me for a few moments. He wore a uniform and a hat with what I assumed was the Galactic Federation's main symbol since I had seen it several times on the walls of this single room. He stood tall (he was still a few feet below me and a little bit shorter than Samus), had wrinkles around his eyes and mouth that showed his age and held his hands behind his back. He walked around me in circles before nodding and putting a hand to his chin.

"Quite the specimen we have here. Where did you find him, Samus?" He smiled as he looked at my visor straight on, bringing the hand that he had on his chin back to its earlier resting position. I leaned back if only slightly.

Samus brought her arm cannon to rest on her shoulder pad, "I found him on a floating piece of junk in the middle of nowhere. He certainly has a bit of muscle on him."

"Did he attack you?"

Samus started to scratch the back of her helmet with her free hand, "Only after I tried to get his AI out of a terminal without his permission." She paused for a moment before chuckling awkwardly, "Sorry about that by the way." If I could see her mouth, I was sure I would find a sheepish smile there.

Cortana made herself known to both of the people that stood before me, "Well, I did warn you." She smiled, "I notice you're doing just fine, though. Most people would probably be crippled by now."

Samus nodded and brought her hand back to a resting position. She then opened her mouth to speak but was interrupted by the man that stood just a few inches from me, "This is perfect. Perhaps you and your new companion could help me out with something." He now looked over towards Samus who's eyes widened.

"Sir?"

"We have been receiving pirate transmissions from the planet Diluvium. I was actually planing on calling you and another hunter to go on this mission... However, since you have a new partner, it does not seem necessary for me to do so." He flicked his head back, indicating me.

"But sir He is-"

"I would be forever grateful if you both looked into it for me."

There was silence for a few minutes. Samus looked at me for a moment, probably wondering if I would be up for the challenge. I nodded and she sighed, "Alright. We'll do it. Just... I need the funds to get his gear into shape. Do you think you could spare anything?"

The man thought for a moment and then walked over to the terminal which Cortana was still projected on. "I would like you to take your AI, please." Cortana looked offended for a moment and then I did as I was told, her blueish figure disappearing from sight. I watched as he looked through various numbers that were projected before him. He then looked back at Samus, "I can lend you enough for lots of minor upgrades or one or two major ones. If you wish to get him a full on new suit, You are going to have to take some credits from your account."

Samus nodded, "That will do."

"Excellent. Well then, Samus and... Sorry, I did not seem to catch your name." He held out a hand to be shaken.

I grabbed it and said, "My designation is Spartan 117 of the UNSC forces, sir. Most call me Master Chief."

The man was taken aback for a little bit, eyes widening for a split second. He then shook his head before continuing to shake my hand, "Nice to meet you, Master Chief. Well, Samus, Master Chief, I'll get the paperwork filled out and transfer the money that you need immediately. Till then, you are allowed to roam where ever you wish." He then let go and walked off back into the other room, looking back on me once before completely disappearing.

Samus sighed, "I'm going to be stuck with you for a little while longer, it seems." She looked at the ground then back up to me, "We're going to have to start looking at what types of upgrades would work for you. I'm going to have to help you install them as well. It's kind of hard trying to install upgrades with the 'help' of an AI. Trust me on this. The first time I ever tried installing upgrades by myself, or pretty much by my self, I couldn't work for a week. Even then, I had troubles before taking it in for my-" She stopped for a moment before shaking her head and walking away towards her ship, "Nevermind.". I followed close behind her, somewhat confused as to why she stopped short in her last sentence. It was silent for a while. We walked through the halls, back past the two soldiers in front, and onto the ship that we had arrived on. She finally broke the silence that had surrounded us once we got to that point, "I hope you don't mind if I help you out with your upgrades." She paused for a moment, "I also hope you don't mind allowing me to see what is underneath that helmet of yours."

I looked at her for a moment. Now that she was on the ship, she decided to deactivate her suit and leave herself in her blue skintight outfit. She was now looking me straight in the eyes even though she couldn't see past my visor. I stood up straight. I had shown others my face before. It wasn't like I had never shown my face. This wasn't a battle zone anymore, either. After considering it, I shrugged.

Samus sighed, sat herself down in the pilot's seat, pushed several buttons to pop up a different window, and turned around towards me asking, "What do you find most useful in combat?"

* * *

><p><em>Ridley had ordered the pirates to start experimenting on the small life form that they had found. His claws served as motivation for the poor creatures who had to endure the torture. The pirates brought out the sample that they collected, replicated it, and put it inside a cage with another creature. Usually Zoomers (cave crawlers with a spiked shell), Reos (a creature that has the ability to fly and have pinchers, making them look more like an insect), and skrees (almost bat-like creatures that hang from the ceiling and drop when they sense movement) were used for their deeds. The results of these experiments were promising. <em>

_They found that the subjects became stronger when they were on the offensive. They were also found to have weaker skin or shell and were easily crushed under anything that they used, something that could be easily fixed had they wished to give the creatures man-made armor instead of their natural skins. They found that, if the subject had more intelligence, the creature retained it and used it to their advantage more often than not. The creatures also became more aggressive, something that they hoped would prove to be an advantage to their side. _

_The Pirates continued their research, their findings being partially incomplete. These findings helped them stay away from the fierce gaze of Ridley and kept them from having to save up for their funeral. As long as Ridley was pleased, they would not have to worry about anything else. That is, unless the experiments that they were conducting would be the end of them._

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Okay... So... For the next few weeks, or at least this week, two weeks from now, and the last week of school, I have big tests. Finals, the SAT, AP testing... Sooooo much fun. I was actually busy all week last week and... Oi, I just wish I could have a break and write/play video-games/ draw and not have to worry about the consequences. I'm already suffering the consequences of playing Mass Effect all weekend instead of doing other things... First time ever through... Dang, that is one addicting game. XD Lost track of time so many times. Anyways, All of y'all are gonna need ta wait for my next chapter. I know I'm already late with this one... And I'm leaving you guys on a somewhat cliff hanger but don't you worry, I shall be back to writing as soon as I can. I'm going to try and make the next chapters longer to make up for your wait and I'm also going to try and get more out for you guys. Don't kill me for having priorities that need to be fulfilled... Just know that I WILL be back and I WILL finish this. I don't like it when others stop short on a story that could go on for decades and still be good. I just hope you can wait for me. Well, See you next chapter.**
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Chapter 5

_Useless Search_

**A/N: Okay... So... I was gone for longer than I had planned. Writer's block, camp, summer assignments, family reunions, senior project... They just love to screw with what I want to do. Oh well. At least I'm back for at least a little while. I'm trying to get back into the groove since I've been gone for so long. Need to get back into character... Anyways, sorry I have been gone for so long. I hope you like this chapter. ^_^ (Maybe I should do a Mass Effect Fanfic at some point... Hmmmm... That would be fun... *Already has ideas*... But this one has to come first. XD)**

**I don't own Metroid or Halo. Nintendo and Microsoft do.**

* * *

><p><em>As the Admiral sat down in his seat, he could not help the feelings that came to him. Was it true that the past of the Galactic Federation had come back to haunt him? Was it even possible that it was? He leaned back in his chair, thinking of this new slice of information that was brought to the table, once again, by the bounty hunter Samus Aran. She always seemed to have a knack for finding things that had belonged elsewhere, and this new spartan was no exception. <em>

_The Admiral leaned forward in his seat and typed a few holographic buttons that projected themselves from his desk. Images of Spartans came to view, along with descriptions of how each one died, or more accurately, turned up MIA. The list continued onward and onward as the Admiral scrolled through each and every spartan, stoping only when he found the information that he was looking for. _

_At that moment, his eyes widened as he thought Samus had truly found a treasure that could be useful to his efforts to push back the masses of Space Pirates throughout the galaxy. He eased back in his chair, stroking his chin as he thought. _

_The tables had been turned in the Galactic Federation's favor._

* * *

><p><em>Samus' POV<em>

John gave a detailed description of all the weapons he found most useful in combat in his time. Most of them were still out there, I would be able to find them pretty much anywhere. However, there were certain upgrades that Cortana told me would be useful for him. Most of them were harder to find and... Expensive, to say the least. An updated map system, a plasma-based cannon, a mobility upgrade, an energy-based sword, several different munitions as well as the guns to go with them, and a different power source so that he could go through security without being screamed at by the guards. Those were only a few suggestions ranking high on the list. The power source alone would be taking up most of the funds that I had ready to pay. The others were top notch upgrades that only the well known mercenaries would be able to buy. At this point, it would have been cheaper to get a full on new suit.

I sighed, turned in my seat and looked John straight in the middle of his golden visor. Part of me wanted to kick him out of my ship. He would have been taking all those upgrades and my money along with him. The other part hoped to get to know him better and see all that he hid underneath his olive colored helmet. I was sure I would have been able to find an endless story hidden within his eyes behind the golden visor. He already gave himself an air of mystery which, in itself, gave him a story to tell. The story that he already shared with me showed that he had lived a long rough life.

I shook my head, "You know, all this is going to be expensive." I crossed my arms and legs before turning back around in my chair. Adam brought up a new window, showing all the suppliers of each upgrade that was listed. As I looked through them, I cringed. It would have burnt a hole straight through my savings, even with the credits that the admiral loaned me.

I looked back at John and saw that he was glimpsing at the prices along with me. He then turned around and said, over his shoulder, "You don't have to buy me anything except for the new power cells for my suit and the ammunition for my existing rifle. I'll be fine with what I have." He grabbed his weapon and left the room. Cortana showed up on screen only a few moments after he had closed the door to his compartment.

"You know, the prices are high but if my information is correct, you have plenty to spend." She smirked and crossed her arms, "My friend deserves to be treated once in a while. He did save the galaxy once." She continued smiling. I clenched my fist.

"He's not the only person who has saved the galaxy, you know. Many other people have been known to have saved the Galaxy. The Chozo were once the protectors of the galaxy, the Federation tries to keep the peace that the Chozo actually achieved when they were here and I bust my butt trying to help out the Federation doing grunge jobs like on planet Zebes." It hit a nerve and as soon as the words where out of my mouth, I was apologizing, "Look, I'm sorry. You're right. He does deserve to be treated to something... Plus, staying on his good side would be to my advantage... Don't exactly want him working against me with his skill set."

Cortana chuckled, "No, no you don't. He once fought two hunters at the same time while still being attacked by several waves of grunts with their plasma pistols."

I looked towards the ground in thought. The names were a bit foreign to me but I understood the creatures that were in the context. The 'hunters,' as she called them, were no easy-going fighters that would let you go after a few shots. It would take more than that to take them down. The 'grunts' were pushovers, though. They ended up fleeing most of the time. Put them together, especially if you were taking down the hunters first, they made a legendary force to be reckoned with. Add in a few Sangheili, you ended up finding yourself in a death trap. If John was able to take on a group like that, I had a formidable opponent, that is, if I got on his bad side. I already knew this when I first encountered him, but to that scale, I had no knowledge.

I looked back at the screen with the list of equipment. It might have been a more intelligent idea to keep him in his original suit, for safety reasons. However, I felt obligated to help him out since I found him... and guilty about trying to take his AI at our first meeting... and not telling him that he had a bounty on his head. I could have still tried to take that bounty and earned an extra few credits out of the deal but that was not how I did things.

A thought found its way into my head. Why had I not told John or Cortana about the bounty? They would have probably been grateful to me that I had. Why then? Why was it that I hesitated? It was obvious from earlier that they had no knowledge about the bounty and that they trusted me to at least some degree. They would have gone elsewhere while we were on Earth otherwise. They could have just left and never come back. Why had they not gone away? I was still a complete stranger to them.

I sighed, "I guess it's not important."

"What's not important?" Cortana questioned. I had been lost in my thoughts long enough to forget that she was still listening. It did not help that I was what many would call a lone wolf until only recently.

"Oh... It's nothing. I was just thinking out loud." I started to scroll through the equipment presented on the screen in hopes that Cortana would drop the subject. I glanced up at her and she folded her arms.

"If you say so. I might find out later." She looked at the screen with me. "You know, you remind me of Chief in some ways." She smiled as she started to pace around.

"I remind you of Chief? How? You barely know me." I let out a slight breath that I must have been holding and went back to looking up equipment, hopefully trying to find something cheaper without sacrificing quality.

Cortana hummed, "Well, other than the obvious fact that you both have powered armor, you both have the same... Shall I say... rugged look. Many would be able to tell that you both have been through a lot. What you've been through, one cannot always say. However, it is something that I have noticed in both of you. I know of most of the trials that Chief has been through, and if that is any indication, you have been through some sort of hell and then came back."

I sighed, "I haven't seen Chief out of his armor, so I wouldn't know... But what I have seen makes me think that I have only heard part of Chief's story, right?" Cortana nodded, "I figured as much. It's in the way he walks, the way he is so stiff... He looks like he is in pain all the time. Of course, that could be just from the things that he had to go through in the Spartan II program," I looked back at the screen and typed in a different service provider, "but something tells me he went through more than what he has told me."

"You have no idea, but you look the same way, sometimes." Cortana stopped pacing and looked at me, "And right now, you look like Chief when something is bothering him and he refuses to tell me. I already know that it's a lost cause when he gets that look. No matter how much I try, I'm not getting anything out of him. The same thing can be said for you."

I stopped typing and sighed, "I guess looking at stuff like this is useless..." I looked at my hands that were rested on the keyboard for a moment, "Thanks for the talk, Cortana. I'll have to keep all that in mind when I next talk to Chief." I closed the application that was being shown on the screen. It would be better to go to an actual store to find something for John. Everything that was on that application either looked like complete garbage or was absurdly expensive. "Adam, set a course for Armum. It would be best to find something for Chief there."

"Yes, lady. Setting a course for Armum." Adam said as he showed the route that we would take. It would be an hour before we got there.

Cortana smiled, "I see you gave in." She folded her arms, "Guess I'll tell Chief that we are getting off at the next stop... Unless you plan on shopping blindly."

"I don't plan on shopping blindly. Plus, if he comes along with me, people might think twice before insulting me... Like what usually happens." I smiled weakly, "We have an hour before we get there. That means we have an hour to prepare for any type of thug... Once we get there is when the fun begins." I turned my chair around and started off towards my room.

"So I take it that where we are going is a bit rough?" Cortana inquired behind me.

"Yeah... You could say that." I stopped in my tracks and turned so that I was face to face with Cortana, "It's usually where the big time hunters go to get supplies. I don't go there all too often since they don't have anything that can top my Varia suit but... Considering we are talking about replacing a more than thousand year old suit of armor... I'm sure we can find something for our friend back there." I flicked my head towards John's compartment.

Cortana smirked, "Is there no other suit like your's then?"

I frowned, "No... This is the only one of it's kind. The Galactic Federation is able to make upgrades that attach themselves to it but... There is nothing that can beat the actual suit of armor. It was built specifically for me by my... Guardians." I ran a hand through my hair, pulled out the hair tie that rested at the back of my head and ran my hand through my hair again, "I'll just leave it at that."

"Of course. That is all the explanation that I need. Now if you will excuse me, I will go and ready John for... Thugs." Cortana chuckled and vanished in a stream of violet code.

"Right... Thugs... Thugs that actually know how to fight." I groaned before turning back around and entering my room. That whole conversation with Cortana was emotionally draining at some points. At the very beginning when she was saying that John had saved the galaxy and at the very end when she asked about the suit. It brought back memories that I would have rather had hidden within the darker depths of my mind. Instead, they surfaced without any warning.

I looked at myself in the mirror in the bathroom and found that I had lines underneath my eyes. I looked tired. Tired and in great need of a break from the Galactic Federation and their plans for keeping peace everywhere in the galaxy. And then my thoughts turned to how long I had been awake. I had not slept at all since John had come onto this ship. Something told me that I was not going to get any sleep as long as we were partners. I found myself worrying about him, worrying about making sure that he had what he needed in these days that seemed so foreign to him.

Why was that? Why had I been so bothered by him and his AI that it seemed that I had forgotten to sleep, to take care of myself? It made no sense. I had only lost sleep to my own memories, not because of some person that I just met. Adam had made me lose sleep, but that was only because I missed him so much before I found him as an AI. But John... Why?

I turned the handle to the sink and watched as clear, blue water rushed out of the facet. I cupped one of my hands and brought some of the water to my mouth. At this point, I would have had to skip changing and just take a short nap before landing on Armum... That is if I had been able to shut off my brain long enough to get to that point. I sighed. It was doubtful that I would get any sleep before landing on Armum. I continued cupping my hands to get water, this time bringing it up to wash my face. I then noticed how sweaty and unpleasant I felt. I turned the handle to the sink again and turned it off. I closed the door to the bathroom and started to take a shower.

Cortana had said something about John and I having the same... Look. It was true that I had been trained ever since I was a child to be a warrior for the Chozo just as John had been trained since he was six to be a spartan, so that might have contributed to the fact that we had the same look. We were both warriors in our own right. He was trained to fight for the humans whereas I was trained to keep peace in the galaxy, to make sure that no destructive force would cripple the civilizations that had been established. That was why I accepted the job to go to Zebes and SR388 when the Metroid outbreak had come to being.

The Memories that encompassed both of those experiences started to fill my head. The days on end where I was alone, deadly creatures hacking away at my power suit. The pirates, that I so despised, trying to grab samples of these creatures to experiment on and create an even more deadly being. Plants that wanted to kill me simply by walking into their domain. Pathways that collapsed under me, platforms that were placed over lava so small that, if I missed, I would have been burned alive in the red and orange bath... Ridley, Mother Brain, the Queen Metroid.

I grabbed onto my head and sank to the floor of my shower, hot water pelting me and making my flesh turn a slight pinkish color. Zebes had been my home when I was a child... And I was the one to end it's existence. All the memories with the Chozo who took care of me were going to forever stay that way. Memories. Zebes was gone because of Mother Brain. I had only survived by the help of the baby metroid and the various upgrades that I had obtained.

That planet was gone.

I brought my hands back from my head and lifted myself up off of the ground, turning off the water and drying myself off before putting my Zero suit back on. I had gone through the loss of my home and family... Was it possible that John had gone through the same thing? If he had gone through the same things, he probably had no dealings with how it was destroyed. I, on the other hand, had dealt some of the blow when Zebes was destroyed.

I ran a hand through my still somewhat damp blond hair. I then walked out of the bathroom, out of my room, and into the cockpit where I came face to face with John's golden visor. It was the only thing keeping me from walking over to the pilot's seat that moment and sitting down. He looked at me as if expecting a debriefing of what we might encounter. I narrowed my eyes, looked straight into that golden visor and walked forward. "Are you wondering what we might encounter?"

John's gruff voice replied with an, "I am."

With that, I started my own kind of debriefing with eyes downcast and serious. "I will tell you that I know some of the hunters that are regulars there. There are some that might be stupid enough to start a fight with us and some that are formidable as opponents. You might want to prepare for that." I ran a hand through my hair once again and tied it up with a red scrunchy. " Pretty much, don't pick a fight unless someone picks a fight with you. Most of the other hunters turn a blind eye if you do end up in a fight, though, so you would have to fend for yourself if that happens." I walked over to the pilot's chair as John nodded in understanding. "I'm sorry to say this, but since you're with me, it's most likely you will be more of a target."

"Why would I be more of a target if I'm with you?"

I looked back at John as he asked me this question. "I haven't exactly made the best impression on some of the hunters. A lot of them still don't believe that a woman could be stronger than them. So, they try to pick fights with me whenever I go there. Hence, the reason why I was trying to see if I could find some other supplier that had what we needed."

"I see." John turned my way as I said this. "I guess I'll have to keep my guard up then."

"Indeed you will. Most of the hunters should give you vocal warning before anything happens but... There was this one time when a hunter came up to me and decided to plant his fist into my gut without warning. Thankfully, I was already on edge so he ended up with a fist in pain..." I chuckled as I brought the memory into remembrance, "His hand didn't quite look like it was naturally shaped that way afterwords. He had to be one of the weakest hunters I had ever met." I turned around in my seat and checked to see how much time we had left until landing procedures would proceed. There was still 15 minutes to kill before landing. Five of those minutes was spent in silence until John spoke up again.

"This planet, Armum, do you think it has what we need?"

"It should. If it doesn't, we're out of luck. You're going to have to live with just a new power source that will, hopefully, fit in that casing of yours. It shouldn't be too hard to find what we need, though. Armum is known for it's wide variety of goods, legal or otherwise."

"I see." John started to pace as if anticipating a battle right off the bat. I shook my head, hearing the clank of his suit each time he stepped.

I turned back to look at him and said, "You don't have to worry too much. I'm sure we'll find something for you. Also, the hunters shouldn't be too much of a problem. There are hunters that don't like me as much as others but they shouldn't be too much to handle."

"I'm not worried about that."

"Then why are you pacing around like mad?" I looked him up and down as he stopped and looked at me. His stance was straight up and down like a soldier, standing in line as orders were given to him... Just like I did when I worked as a soldier myself. Perhaps he was just thinking, or perhaps he was simply trying to figure out what was going to happen as we landed. I could only come up with those possibilities. Perhaps he was afraid? I shook my head, it was much too unlikely considering his occupation. Perhaps... He was restless. Or perhaps- I shook my head again. I would get nowhere if I did not ask. "What are you worried about?"

John looked to the map before saying, "Landing procedures are proceeding. We should get ready."

I sighed and allowed my suit to cover me in a flash of light as he dodged the question. There were things that he would refuse to tell me, it would seem. Maybe... Did he already know about the bounty that was put on Spartans? If he had, he might have been afraid of that. However, he had not mentioned it... and the way he was pacing seemed to suggest something else. Was he just thinking? Whatever it was, it must not have pertained to the mission at hand which was to find him some new armor before we set out for Diluvium.

Maybe... I should have told him about it, the bounty on his head. Maybe it would have given me some peace. I looked at him for a moment as he looked on ahead at the reddish desert landscape before us. I was sure he would be able to handle his own against the hunters. As long as the more widely known hunters did not attack us, we would have been fine. I looked back at the desert before us as we both climbed out of my hunter class ship and set foot onto the reddish dirt where every time we took a step, dust would fly into the air. I looked around to find several other ships lined up where we landed and tents full of all kinds of wares. From precious gems and minerals, to blaster rifles and suit upgrades, the tents where innumerable and lined up in two rows that led to a large structure that was used to terraform the planet. It was the look of a small merchants quarter.

I walked forward before glancing back at John and waving for him to follow me, "Come on, we're not going to get anywhere by just standing around."
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_Warrior's Armor_
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* * *

><p><em>John's POV<em>

As landing procedures commenced and Samus and I climbed out of her ship, I looked around at the planet that was before us. Underneath our feet was red dirt- lots of it. In front of us there were two rows of tents and ships that sold everything from women's garments and food to eat, to heavy armor and the most illegal of drugs... At least, they were illegal before I was put into the cryo tube. The atmosphere seemed clean enough except for gusts of wind that would, occasionally, bring up red dust and suffocate those who chose not to wear a suit of armor or a breath mask.

"Come on, we're not going to get anywhere just standing around." Samus waved for me to continue on. I walked towards her and she started walking towards the clearing of tents and ships. I looked around once more to find that Samus wasn't lying when she said that there were other bounty hunters here. Some could easily be identified as thugs as they picked on some of the lost people who had found themselves stuck on that planet. Others seemed to look down on those thugs and sat and watched as the 'little guys' were picked on. Honestly, I could care less about any of the groups. I never belonged to any of them. I was just told to go somewhere and kill things and protect certain people.

Samus chuckled as she walked up ahead, "Well, looks like most of these guys really don't want to fight me with you around. You're a giant." She looked back at me and smiled with her eyes, "Guess we really don't have to worry about thugs." She turned back around. As soon as she said that, I'm sure she regretted it. Just then, there was a group of hunters, some wearing armor, others not needing it because of their natural exoskeleton of sorts, that looked like they wanted to pick a fight.

"Guess she spoke too soon, right Chief?" Cortana piped in, as cheerful as ever.

"Don't know. We'll just have to see how this plays out." I stepped away slowly as the hunters before us started to show their weapons, trying to intimidate us, it would seem.

"Look who finally decided to visit this planet again. You're not going to throw a hissy fit like last time, are ya? I notice you kept the style that you left with last time you were here. What? No more blue suit?" The leader of this group of hunters was a species that I had never seen before. It was almost as if he were just composed of spikes and nothing else.

"If I recall, the last time you tried to get to me, I kicked all your guys' junk, even with my Zero suit." Samus crossed her arms, joining in this conversation at last, "Are you here to pick a fight? If so, I don't have the time, nor patience, to humor you."

"Oh? I see. You don't want to scare off your new boyfriend, is that right?" This spiked man flicked his head towards me. I got the impression he was meaning me. If he was going to pick a fight with me, he would regret it.

Cortana chimed in again, "Looks like this group isn't the only group after Samus. Look around, others are starting to take interest in this little exchange." I did look around and found that even the hunters that looked down on the thugs earlier were paying attention to what was going on. Was Samus this renowned as a bounty hunter?

I looked back at Samus as she kept her calm. Part of me wondered what this hunter would do. Would she fight back? Could she even take on all these hunters by herself?

She scoffed, "Scare him off? Fat chance. Something tells me he'd go through the destruction of many more planets than I've destroyed before being scared off."

"Planets? I remember you saying she destroyed a planet named Zebes once... Were there more?" I questioned Cortana as Samus continued to talk.

"Yeah... Mmm... I think I remember reading about it. She's destroyed four planets it would seem: Zebes, SR-388, a dark version of a planet called Aether and a planet called Phaaze. Zebes wasn't entirely her fault but the rest were, pretty much, her doing."

"There's a lot I need to learn about her, by the looks of it."

"She also made a whole species go extinct. However, if I do recall, you destroyed several Halo rings and wiped out the flood."

I nodded and was cut off from our conversation as I heard a gun go off. It wasn't the sound of Samus' arm cannon, I would have recognized it. Instead, it was one of the hunters that had been assaulting Samus with their incessant comments. It seems they got irritated with whatever Samus had been saying. She must have hit a nerve.

I looked at Samus and found that her shielding had let out a small discharge. Samus cringed but started to chuckle as she stood upright again. "I see you upgraded your weapon. That won't work with me, though. You should know this by now. Haven't you heard all the stories?" The hunter gritted his spiked teeth. "Oh? So you still want to fight?" Samus sighed, "Guess I have no choice then." As fast as the bullet flew through the air, it was no match for the speed that Samus exhibited in that moment. Her armor suddenly flashed in a brilliant wave of rainbow, making her speed through the men without a second thought. Men flew right and left as she ran past, jumping at the men and kicking them towards the ground again. When they nearly reached the ground, Samus was there, kicking them back into the air once again. This time, though, she let them fall back down by themselves. The men that were stupid enough to get back up, found themselves face to face with the barrel of her arm cannon. They decided to stay down after that.

Samus walked back beside me and wiped fake sweat from her forehead, "Phew, what a workout." Her voice was littered with sarcasm, "I spoke too soon when I said no one wanted to mess with us." She looked at me and nudged my arm, "Come on, still have to get you those upgrades."

"Right." I started following her as she continued on again. It seems that my first impression of her, when she came to the cryo tube and I kicked her all the way across the room, wasn't an accurate one. She wasn't someone who I could be take on lightly. She was just as stong as I was in that suit of armor. It made me wonder if she was stronger without it too.

We continued on until we reached a tent that was filled with armor and weaponry. As we approached, the vendor's face seemed to light up. It was a great contrast to what I had seen on the faces of the hunters before. "Samus! Great ta see ya again. What can I get fer ya?" The vendor came up to Samus and shook her hand, "Saw ya get in that there fight earlier. That scum ne'er had a chance."

Samus took off her helmet after shaking the man's hand and walking into the tent. The man took a glance at me for a moment before following her inside. I followed them both. "Yeah, they were easier than last time. Maybe that's just me getting better, though."

"Haha! Yer right. I haven't seen ya do somethin' like that before. T'was surely a sight ta behold, though." This vendor, Jek, smiled as he walked over to his desk which was littered with all sorts of metallic parts. The man had a bushy beard and wore overalls. He was a mechanic and there was no mistake about it.

"I'm sure it was." Samus looked down for a moment before looking at all the armors that littered the wall. Most of them were covered in dark blue paint, a few were covered in a metallic silver color, and only one was covered in an olive green color. Samus looked back at Jek and asked, "How much would it be to get all the features of this suit," She pointed to one of the suits that was metallic in color, "without having to get the suit itself?"

"Ah, you've got a great eye... Sad to say, the features by themselves would cost more than gettin' the suit itself. I'm sure that's yer actual question." Jek folded his arms and looked to me again, "Now, I know ya don't have problems with any of the features in yer suit. I'm assuming yer gettin' all this stuff for this fella right here?"

Samus turned in our direction and nodded, "You would be right, Jek... Is there any size that would fit him?"

"Well, by the look o' things, you'd be lookin' at the green one o'er there. That's the largest size we got. Gran'ed it was meant fer a smaller person ta be in... But we could make ya some adjustments. The question is, are ya able to afford it?" There was this sudden glint in this man's eye as he said this.

I turned to Samus and said, "All I need is the power supply and ammunition for my-"

Samus shot me a glance before asking, "How much is the suit?"

"Heh, 4,200 credits."

Samus winced a little bit and sighed, "It's not like I wasn't expecting it. Alright, I'll take it. Do you also have ammunition for that rifle he has on his back along with missiles for my cannon? Also, any energy based swords just laying around here as well as some energy tanks?"

For a moment, the Vendor looked shocked. He probably couldn't believe that this hunter that he knew was willing to throw that much money away and, in a sense, give it all to me. I couldn't believe it either. He shook his head, bringing himself back to reality before coming over to look at my rifle. "This is old tech... Where did ya find this walkin' garbage pile?"

"Let's just say, he's not much of a walking garbage pile as he is more of a walking ancient artifact." Samus smiled, "Also, I wouldn't be calling him garbage in his face. He could probably squish you flat."

"Like I don't worry abou' that anyways. Well, the cost fer the energy sword, energy tanks and missiles I know. The cost fer the ammunition for this thing, on the other hand, is a bit more tricky. But, tell ya what, I think I have a few boxes of the ammunition yer lookin' fer in my storage and I'll let ya have it all for free. Just pay me fer the rest." Jek turned to Samus and smiled, "That energy sword costs abou' a hundr'd credits, the energy tanks- depending on the size you need- cost anywhere between 50 to 400 credits each, and then the missiles are around 10 credits each."

"It's a deal then?" Samus lifted up her hand to be shaken.

"HA! Only if ya promise me you'll save me the next time yer here and I'm in trouble." Jek took Samus' hand and shook it, asking her to come with him to finish with payments and the options for loading the cargo onto her ship. He would probably need me later for measurements to make sure the suit would fit me. I, personally, was surprised that Samus would actually do something like that for me, a complete stranger.

"It seems like she has a soft spot for you." Cortana giggled, "When the vendor comes out to ask you about your measurements, just let me tell them to him. It would be much more precise than what he could do."

"Right." I looked around the empty part of the tent, the desk in front of me littered with rifle parts that looked foreign, armor hanging on the walls that looked foreign, and technology laying on a table in the back... That also looked foreign. Everything was different. I walked up to the armor that Samus had picked out for me and looked at it closely. There where small ridges where two pieces of metal met. Along the arms, there were larger bumps that held, what I could only see as, small weapon systems. I looked at the helmet. Inside it, I could see traces of what seemed to be a HUD underneath. The visor was dark red that had a slight reflective surface so it would still hide my face when I had it on. The joints looked sturdy and the armor itself looked like it would hold up against damage. However, there were things about it that seemed off and might have needed reinforcing.

I went back to the front of the desk as I waited for Samus to come back with Jek. When they finally did come back, Jek was surprised by the random spout of measurements that came from Cortana. He smiled and waved as he picked up the suit and brought it to the back room with him to get refitted. Samus leaned against one of the poles keeping the tent up and sighed in my direction. I looked at her wondering what to say. I was never good at expressing my gratitude and so all that came out was a deep, "Thanks" that seemed almost menacing.

Samus looked up at me, "You're welcome. Not exactly what I was expecting to pay... I was actually expecting it to be more than what the individual upgrades would cost." Samus closed her eyes and bowed her head, her arms (well, arm and arm cannon) and legs crossed. "I hope you can forgive me for trying to take your AI from you, the first time we met. Also, forgive me for anything I might have done to offend you. Take what I spent on you as, shall I say, a peace offering." She looked back at me, "I don't exactly want you as an enemy."

I nodded, "All you have done so far, besides how we first met, is help me out in this universe that is completely strange to me when you could have just left me on that ship to waste away in space. I would say that would contribute to not being enemies."

"Heh, I guess you're right." Samus looked away. She looked to be thinking and then shook her head, "Listen, there's... Something I probably should have told you earlier. When Cortana came to my room that one time, she asked if there was anything that could be useful for you guys to know. At the time, there wasn't anything but then I got curious. That's when I-" Samus was interrupted by someone walking inside the tent. It was another hunter but this one looked to be much tougher than all the hunters she took on earlier combined. He looked at Samus and then looked at me. There was a feeling I was getting from my stomach that made it so my blood started pumping faster than it did a few moments beforehand. This man was large, wearing orange, blue and black armor with spikes protruding from the knees and elbows, pouches filled with ammunition stuck to a belt and weapons strapped to his thighs and back. He was a walking tank, in a sense.

Samus looked at me, nodded and placed her helmet on her head. This man wasn't here on friendly terms. He looked back at Samus, "I heard you came back here and busted some punks skulls in. Good job, Sammy."

"You don't have the right to call me that."

"Oh? I don't? I bet you didn't know that this person you're traveling with has a bounty on his head for a pretty penny." This man tilted his head and let one of his hands hang to his side as he placed his other hand on his hip.

"Actually, I was about to warn him about it until you suddenly interrupted. You aren't planning to collect, are you?" Samus placed her hand on her arm cannon and got into a ready stance.

"What do you think I'm here for, Sammy? Obviously not here for this junk." He picked up one of the rifle parts on the table and threw it to Samus' feet. "Now, we could leave this whole row of tents intact if you just hand the Spartan over, or we could do this the hard way and, possibly, destroy anything of worth on this planet."

"Looks like we're doing this the hard way." I replied, not letting Samus get out another word, "I don't plan on being someone's payday."

The large hunter tilted his head back and was about ready to grab his weapon and shoot when I rammed into him, Samus following my attack with a roundhouse-kick to his face. He staggered back to the outside of the tent before finally taking out his weapons and starting to fire at us. He tried to take my shields down before Samus got in the way and gave him a plasma burst in the stomach. I ran quickly and hit his helmet with the butt of my rifle, leaving a dent where I hit. After that he tried to pick me up, only to have his knees buckle under him and have Samus kick his back, making him whine as his back was being stressed under the weight. He finally collapsed backwards, the spikes on his elbows sticking in the hardened red dirt.

I got up from being the weight that kept him down and readied myself for another attack. Just as I thought, he wasn't giving up yet. He pulled at the elbows that stuck to the ground and got himself free before Samus ran up to him with the same rainbow light that she used before on the other hunters. He got knocked back a few tents before getting up again. His armor now was covered in reddish dust. Hunters all around were trying their best to stay out of this fight. They knew someone was going to be killed if they didn't.

The man took out a larger weapon that was strapped to his back and readied it. I did the same with my rifle. Samus was pressing buttons on her arm cannon, possibly readying her weapon as well. Then, I ran as fast as I could and started shooting my weapon at this man, bullets penetrating his shields and going straight into the weak points in his armor.

Some of the joints on his armor were starting to lock up when Samus shouted, "Get out of the way, Chief!" As I looked back, I saw she had loaded a missile and had shot it straight at him. I jumped out of the way and into cover, watching as the missile impacted with the man's armor and shattered it to pieces. The man was still standing but shocked that we had done that much damage to his suit. He sunk down to the ground, obviously defeated. Samus came up to him and aimed her cannon to his head, not pulling the trigger.

"You realize that you've lost, right?" Samus commented pulling her helmet off and frowning.

The man nodded.

"Do I have to kill you right here and now? Or are you going to leave us alone?" She looked to be considering it. If it were me, I would have killed the man already... However, she wasn't me. She was someone who had the choice to either take a job or not. Kill someone or not. She had a choice to do most of the things that she's done. I was always ordered to kill. I always believed, that was what I was trained for: Killing.

The man sat there for a moment and looked up at Samus. When he was in his armor, he was willing to keep on getting up. Without his armor, though, he was begging at the feet of one of the people he had wronged. All he was, was a coward.

Samus turned her head to me, "Do you think this man should go alive, Chief?" She turned her head back to the man, "Or does he die?"

The man turned and looked at me. He was pleading for his life with his eyes and crawled towards me, asking to be saved. I was never presented with the choice. I was always told to kill. Always told who my allies were... I looked at the man and looked at Samus.

"Chief," Cortana spoke, "This is just one man. Let him live."

The man drew closer to me until he was able to touch my feet. He begged and begged. He sought my life but had failed to retrieve it and now he was begging for his. It was pitiful. I sighed and said, "You are free to go. However, the next time I see you trying to take my life, you will be dead." The man looked up at me and praised me. He didn't look as big as he did in his armor. It must have been an intimidation factor built into the armor itself.

Samus walked up behind this man and said, "You're lucky that both of us think it would be too much trouble to kill you. You should get out of here before one of us changes our mind."

"Y-yes, Samus. You won't ever see me again!" He started running away. Both of us watched as he disappeared in a gust of red dust.

Samus put her helmet back on and started walking back to Jek's tent, "Come on, Chief, Jek might be done by now. I might want to ask him to make a few more adjustments since that man that we just fought had a similar armor design. We don't want your armor breaking apart like that in the middle of a battle. That would be problematic."

"Right. I still would have been just fine with just the new power source." I added.

"I wanted to treat you, okay? Granted, it's a 4 thousand credit treat but... You know what, just don't make me talk about it. It makes my wallet hurt already." Samus looked at me and smiled with her eyes, "We make a good team, though. Nice moves."

"I could say the same. Thanks for at least trying to warn me about the Bounty on my head... Even though I think it would have been information best known before we landed on this planet." I smiled even though Samus wouldn't have been able to see it.

"Well, it's not like I could just tell you, outright , that you had a bounty on your head. Might have come as a shock." Samus looked back for a moment before saying, "Plus, I thought you might be able to defend yourself anyways." She looked back in front of her and headed back to Jek's tent. She was right and I couldn't complain too much. I looked around at the destruction that we had wrought before walking back inside of Jek's tent and found that, even though I was trying to be careful, and I'm sure Samus was too, we had wiped out almost 5 tents and 10 more stands. Any one that passed through that area would be able to see all the skid marks that we made as well. That is, until a few more gusts of dust covered it up.

We may have made a good team in our opinions. Others might start to hate us more than they already do, though.

We walked back into Jek's tent and found that he was ready with the fitted armor, crates of ammunition, missiles, energy tanks and energy sword. "Oh, I thought one of ya might have found yerselves a grave. Guess it was the other guy, huh?"

"No, he's alive and kicking... Though his pride is pretty much six feet under." Samus chuckled and picked up the crates of ammo and missiles, "Jek, would it cost much extra to reinforce the joints of the armor and boost the shielding? Perhaps add on another layer of a durable metal on top of the metal already there?"

"Well, reinforcin' the joints would cost 'bout ten credits, boostin' the shieldin' would add 'bout 30 credits and then the extra layer of metal would be aroun' 200 credits. Ya want me to work with that?" Jek cocked an eyebrow and placed both hands on his hips.

"I would, actually. Is it alright if I pay you when the job is done?"

Jek sighed, "Alright. I don't know why yer payin' so much for this guy anyways. Also, the extra layer will make the armor heavier, do you think he could handle it?"

"I can handle it." I said.

"Well, considering your armor is too heavy for that bed your sleeping in, I would hope you would be able to handle it." Samus walked past me and looked at me with a glint in her eye. Then, she looked back at Jek and said, "Alright, work on the upgrades and when I get back from bringing these to my ship, I'll help out with it, hopefully making the upgrade process faster."

"I could use all the help I can get with the time constraints that ya give me." Jek called out as she walked out of the tent. "I don't get it. She's ne'er acted this way with anyone... Sure she's always had a sof' spot fer orphans but... Ya seem a bit overg'own to be an orphan she would have a sof' spot fer."

"So, your saying she's treating me special."

"More like she's trea'in' ya like a kid... Or perhaps someone like her." Jek looked at me for a moment before shaking his head, "I best get back ta work. She'd be mad if she found out I hadn't started on that upgrade when she get's back." Jek disappeared back into the other room in his tent. I found myself standing there alone with just Cortana as my company. I was surprised at how much she hadn't talked that whole time. Instead, I was left thinking about why Samus would be doing what she was doing. She took me out of that ship, let me board her ship, even though I had attacked her the first time we met, took me to Earth with her, helped me with understanding a little bit of how this new universe worked by giving Cortana that information, and bought me a brand new suit of armor. It wasn't just that she bought the suit of armor, though. She upgraded it so that it wouldn't fail me if I ever was put into a hot zone.

She was doing so much for me... But why?

I shook my head. I'd only thought that my brothers and sisters in the spartan program were the only ones that would make me feel welcome... And yet... This Samus Aran... She was trying her hardest to help me feel welcome within this universe without the use of bloodshed. Simply by being there and helping me, she had made me feel welcome when the looks that the federation soldiers gave me told me I wasn't.

I was thinking too much about this. Perhaps she only had something to gain with this. Who knows, maybe she was only using me until I became useless to her and then I would be thrown aside and brought in as a pay check... But something told me, that wasn't what she would do. Something told me that... Whatever was going to happen, wasn't going to be bad, at least, not in the long run. It was just a feeling. A feeling that... I didn't know was right or not. It was just... A feeling.

"You seem to be in deep thought, Chief. Is it because of what Jek said?" Cortana cut into my thoughts, "Listen, I don't know what it is about her, but I feel she might have a lot more to her than meets the eye."

"Yeah. Something tells me that too." I stood there for a while until Samus came back and helped out Jek with the armor. I didn't know what all went where so I stayed out of it. When Samus and Jek got done with the upgrades, Samus paid Jek as he stuck all the armor into another crate for carrying onto the ship.

"Thanks again, Jek." Samus picked up the crates that were left and started to walk out of the tent.

"Pleasure doing business with ya, as always. If ya ever need more missiles or energy tanks, ya know where to go." Jek waved and I followed behind Samus as she carried the armor in the crate.

"Yeah, I'll make sure to help you out, too. It was a promise."

"And ya always keep yer promises. Heh. Until next time, Miss Aran."

I waved my hand in farewell as well and then asked, "Would you like me to carry one of those? Seems like it would be a bit tough for you with the arm cannon and all."

"I've got it." Samus looked at me, "Just so you know, you better be grateful. Burned a poor hole in my pocket."

"You didn't have to get me all of this."

"No... I didn't. But I did. Don't make me regret it, alright?"

"Thanks."

"..." Samus stopped for a little bit, "You're welcome." She looked at me, "Now, let's get back to the ship and get you out of that old thing and into this new thing." She lifted the boxs that held the supplies that she got ever so slightly and continued walking to her ship.

"...Right..."

* * *

><p><em>Ridley went through the many reports that the pirates came up with this new creature they had found. The results looked mostly promising and seemed to work to the advantage of the space pirates. The only problem that continued to persist was the fact that every attempt to control an animal once in the control of this life-form, had ended in failure. <em>

_Some of the pirates lost their lives as they working on this new life-form, extra precautions being put into place to keep from losing too many of the scientists. Others got infected themselves and started to spout nonsense before growing horrendous tumors all over the body and going into a rampage. Those who were infected got put into containment. _

_Ridley set the reports down, resting his beak on his talon shaped hand. It seemed that this new life-form was just as dangerous as the Metroids. _
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Chapter 7

_Gentle Touch_

**I don't own Halo or Metroid. Microsoft and Nintendo do.**

* * *

><p><em>Samus POV<em>

I found myself waiting for John to come out of his compartment again. After we got back on the ship, I handed him the suit of armor and literally shoved him into his room to change. Perhaps he would have needed help with some of the armored pieces- he did not seem too familiar with the design- but I figured that Cortana would be able to at least help him figure out what pieces went where.

I still could not believe that I spent all those credits on him. I had chosen to go with a full on suit of armor instead of individual upgrades because it was cheaper to do so, at least, that was what I kept on telling myself. If I truly wanted to save money, though, I would have left him in his old suit, given him the ammunition that he needed and also the power-supply that he needed. Instead, I got him a better than military grade armor set that was upgraded even after the fact. Something must have been wrong with me. I slumped down in my pilots seat and ran my hand through my bangs, letting them fall back to their earlier resting position when my fingers met the ends of each strand. I would have never done that for someone I had just met a few days prior. I would not have let him work with me on the mission, either. Instead, I would have pushed him to the side and gone on the mission solo.

I sighed. Something about John made me do things that did not make sense any way that it was put. The fact that he now knew about the bounty on his head put me at ease, too. It was as if he was a special case because I would have been just fine if some other person had a bounty on their head and did not know it. I probably would have collected that bounty as well. I closed my eyes and gave myself a sheepish smile. Something was definitely wrong with me.

"Lady," Adam started as I placed my hand over my eyes, "It seems that-"

"Samus, Chief is having a hard time latching all his armor pieces in place." Cortana cut off Adam and placed herself to his side, "It seems he's more unfamiliar with the armor types in this day and age than you had first calculated."

I removed my hand from my eyes and sighed once more, "Alright, I'll help him. Is he at least presentable."

"If you count his black jumpsuit as presentable, yes." Cortana smirked as she folded her arms, "Not that he would care."

"I'm sure he cares to some degree. It looks like he hides behind that helmet of his, after all." I grunted as I pulled myself off the chair and went to the door that led to the compartment that Chief was changing in. As I stood near the door, I let my hand lightly tap the metal door, "I hear from Cortana that you need help with your armor... Is it alright for me to come in?"

For a moment, there was no response. I tapped again, harder, only to hear an unsure, "Yeah" coming from the other side of the door. I thumbed some of the buttons nearby and walked through the door once it opened. I had kept my gaze to the ground, mostly, but as I looked up, I found John had gotten only the boots and the arm guards placed around his black jumpsuit. His muscles around his abdomen and chest were very pronounced even in that suit of his. However, that was not were my gaze lingered. Instead, what caught my attention was his face.

John had short, military cut brown hair, deep navy blue eyes, dark, thick eyebrows and a pronounced angular jaw-line. On the left side of his face, there were scars that looked as though they were caused by plasma burns going from his neck to just above the mid point of his cheek. There were more scars that looked like scratches, although less prominent, just above his right eye. His eyes, themselves, looked guarded and yet soft as he looked at me. I had never seen someone quite like him. It took me a moment to realize I was staring when I finally snapped myself out of my daze and asked, "So, what do you need help with?"

John took a moment to look down at his half armored body before saying, "Well... Everything that you don't see on me."

I chuckled for a moment before smiling and picking up the breast plate of his armor and placing it on him, repeating the process with all the other pieces of armor he was missing. He flinched a few times, not knowing what to do and feeling vulnerable, no doubt, especially when it came to a few areas on his back when his sight was away from me. When I got all the armor pieces placed where they were needed to be placed, I walked around him as to inspect my handy-work and then looked him in the eyes, smiling. "Looks like we got it all on without too much trouble. How does it feel?" I happened to have my gaze travel back to the scars on his cheek. It made me wonder how he got them, if they were from a tragic accident or if they were from being in the line of fire.

John moved his arms around in circles. He looked to be pleased, without smiling, at how well the joints moved and then placed his arms back to his sides. He looked down to me and said, "The joints move around a lot better than my old armor, it's lighter, but it seems to be stronger. It also seems to have more comfort built in. It's like a second skin more than an armor set." His voice still sounded gruff but less so since his helmet was not there to impede his speech. He was right about the armor being lighter and stronger, we had modern science to thank for that. His over-shield would also be able to handle more than one or two shots before starting to take physical damage. The design was build for as much mobility as possible, for a human being, without sacrificing protection. Considering the fact that we also added on the upgrades to the physical armor, it would have lost some of it's mobility but would still give him enough to let him do more than he could in his old armor. It was as close to my Varia suit as anyone, besides the Chozo, was ever going to get. It was a work of art.

"It should work wonders for you." I smiled and then found myself drawn to his scars once more. My face fell from the smile that had taken its place there, my hand reaching for his cheek as it did so. His scars were interesting. The one on his cheek looked like some type of flower and had a beauty that it could call it's own. It spread across his cheek almost like vines would. When I finally realized what my hand was doing, I made it freeze in it's tracks. It fell back to my side, just as I had ordered it, hoping not to make John feel uncomfortable or on edge. I looked down to my feet before saying, "Sorry, I... I was curious as to how you got those scars..."

John's blue eyes focused on me for a moment before he looked down to his side, "Thank you for helping me with this new armor." He then strode over to the bed where his helmet lay, "Perhaps... Perhaps I will tell you the story of these scars some other time." He picked up his helmet and placed it over his head. His new visor was just as opaque as the visor he had before, only instead of gold, it was a dark blood red. His armor was more sleek and fit for his form while the color was a slightly richer, darker green than the color of his old armor. He still had the same features from his old suit, namely the magnetic back and motion tracker, but he had it without all the bulk of his old suit. As he walked around, the sound of his footsteps were quieter as well. His armor would do well in stealth missions whereas my armor would do well when heavy weaponry was needed.

I looked back into his visor, hoping to find his blue eyes again, but having failed, looked back down, "I understand." I looked behind me, back towards the door, before turning around and walking to it. He had already told me plenty of things about his past, but I still wanted to know more.

"Hold on for a moment." I turned back around to see John sitting on his broken bed, "I've told you about my times on Halo... I think it's time you tell me more about yourself." John stood back up and walked until he was only a few inches from me, "I think I have a right to know more about the person who has brought me with her to fight along side her."

My eyes widened a bit before looking back to my side. I had asked him about his past and I got an answer straight off the bat. I, on the other hand, kept to myself about my past. Sure there were reports from the Galactic Federation Archives that Cortana might have been able to find and tell him about... But he would not have gotten it from my point of view. "I... I would much rather not talk about my past." And yet I found myself shutting him out of any possible story he was going to get from me. I closed my eyes before opening them again, looking back up at John's red visor. His emotions were hidden from me as he turned around and walked back to the bed and sat again.

"I can't force you to tell me about yourself... But I find myself curious anyways." He looked at me with his red visor, "When you are ready, I will listen. And, perhaps, I will be ready to share the story of my scars."

I looked at him for a moment longer and then slightly bowed my head, "Thank you for understanding. I will leave you now." I brought my head back up and walked back into the cockpit to sit back in the pilots seat. I looked back at John's compartment's door before looking back at the starry scenery before the cockpit's window. He made it clear to me that, if I were to learn more from him, I was going to have to let him learn more about me. I closed my eyes and let myself think about it without the distractions of the stars before me or the flashing buttons that littered my ship's interior walls.

I had always kept myself at a distance from other people. I traveled a lot when it came to bounty hunting jobs and working with the Federation. No one really had the chance to get to know me. Even the other hunters, some of which I worked with on other assignments, did not know the true me. I was just a hunter who was good at what they did. Many would, actually, mistake me as a man, just as John did before... But no one would really make the effort to get to know me, either. The only other person who asked me about my past was Adam... And he was found dead. Part of me wanted to tell John about my past, if only to learn more about him. The other part of me wanted to keep to myself as to not have to suffer with the pain of losing someone who understood me again.

I opened my eyes to look at the clusters of stars before me. It was beautiful and made me feel at peace. _Say_ I was to tell John of my past... maybe he would understand me... Perhaps... I would be able to know that I had someone else to come to when my past started to haunt my dreams. I looked back towards the door and sighed, "Maybe I should open myself up to him... If at least a little." I closed my eyes again and leaned back in my chair. As I did so, I felt the chair recline. I could no longer keep my eyes open. I found that I had been awake much longer than I had expected myself to be. After a few moments, I had drifted off into my past...

..._There was giggling as I chased after a small rabbit into a thick patch of trees. I chased after it and chased after it but I could not catch up to it, no matter how hard I ran. Soon, there was a red and gold light welcoming me from behind one of the trees, stretching forth it's wispy fingers as to beckon me towards it. I followed the rabbit that had decided to hop towards this red and gold light, the wispy fingers becoming more lively and menacing. _

_After the rabbit got close enough, it was swallowed by the red and gold flame. When I realized what it was, I tried to run away, turning around only to find a giant space dragon holding the bloodied corpse of my birth mother. I screamed and tried to find an escape but there was none. The space dragon smiled from ear to ear before throwing my mother's corpse at me, the smell of blood and ash starting to fill my nostrils. _

_I looked at my mothers corpse and started to cry. The space dragon bared his claws and got ready to swing. There was no where to run, no where to hide. The space dragon clawed at me and I..._

...I woke up, sweat beading on my forehead and my hands clenched against the arm rests of the pilots seat. My chest heaved as I tried to bring my blood pressure down to normal levels. I unclenched my hands from the arm rests only to have them go up to my head and clench it instead. My past had come to haunt me again.

"Lady, take deep breaths." I did as Adam told, "Relax, it was a dream." I closed my eyes and did as he instructed. Even after defeating Ridley so many times and knowing that I would be able to defeat him, I still suffered from his memory. Sometimes the dream would be when we first met on K2-L. Other times it would be from the times I met him on Zebes. The dream before this one was when I found him on the BSL station, alive and upgraded with robotic limbs. It was as though there was nothing that I could do to be rid of him. He would always be there to take something precious from me.

My gaze turned to John's compartment door, only to find that John was right by my side, looking as though he wished to help in some way. His arm was outstretched and was about to touch my back, his visor was pointed towards my face although I had no idea what his expression was, and Cortana was standing right next to him looking dumbfounded as if he had done something surprising. I looked at John's Visor as my breathing slowed, "I'm fine... It was just a bad dream."

John retracted his arm and pulled off his helmet. His deep blue eyes bore into mine, "That seemed like more than just a bad dream. I came out here only when I heard you scream."

His eyes showed genuine concern. I looked away for a moment and then back at him, his eyes still showing the same concern. I sighed, my breathing finally getting back to normal. "It was... Just a dream."

John's eyes narrowed for a split second before he looked down to his feet. He looked as though he was thinking about something. Then, his gaze was brought back to me, "If I tell you about my scars... Will you tell me about your dream?"

I was caught off guard for a moment. I had not realized that he wanted to know me so much that he was willing to tell his story before I told mine. I looked away, thinking of what I would say, thinking of what I would do. I looked back at his deep blue eyes that were waiting for an answer. I looked to the ground and rested my arms on my legs, my expression the same as it was before. It would have been unfair of me to make him tell his story before I told him mine. He had already told me plenty and I was trying to get more just like a spoiled child would, without giving anything else in return. "...I guess... I'll tell you. But you have to tell me your story afterwards otherwise I'll feel bad." I looked up at him as he gave a slight smile.

"Of course."

I let my gaze return back towards the ground as I started my story, "When I was less than three years old, my parents and I moved to a mining colony on the planet K2-L. Everything worked out well for us until the space pirates came for what my parents were mining." I looked up to John's eyes, "When the space pirates came, they stopped at nothing to get what they wanted. They slaughtered my friends, their family members and my parents." I looked back to the ground, not wanting to talk about the next part of the story. However, I forced myself to continue on, "They're leader, Ridley, nearly killed me. The only thing that stopped him was my mother who rushed to my rescue when she saw I was in danger. She was killed right before my eyes, impaled by Ridley's claws. Ridley nearly killed me afterwards, only stopping when he learned he needed to retreat. The Chozo had come with backup to rescue all who were left in the colony. That wasn't the last time I saw Ridley. I've seen him many times since then. Many times, I thought I killed him... But it seems that the pirates find some way to bring him back."

"So, then, this dream... It was about this Ridley?"

"Yes. It was. Every time I fall asleep, he haunts my dreams. All those dreams are filled with horror... And every horror ends with either me or those close to me being killed." I closed my eyes and wrapped my arms around myself, "I don't want to see anyone else taken from me by his hand. I don't want to have to deal with all this pain... But I do. I do because I have a duty to carry out... For my parents, my friends and their family members. Do you understand that feeling?" I looked back at John's eyes, hoping to find some sort of answer within them. Instead, he closed them.

"I do. Is there... Anything more to this story?" John's eyes filled with more curiosity as he opened them again.

I was somewhat surprised to hear that he understood how I felt... But at the same time, it came to me as no surprise. Everyone had to have something for fight for. I looked to the ground again, "...There is. After the Chozo came, they looked to see if there were any survivors from the assault. They found that everyone, save me, was dead. I was the only survivor." I looked at John for a moment, "The Chozo, seeing that I had no where else to go, took me in and raised me as they would their own child." Once I got started with the story, there was no stopping me. Something inside of me must have needed to let everything out: my past, my emotions, everything.

I told him about how the atmosphere on Zebes was toxic to humans and how I had to be infused with Chozo DNA. After that, I told him about my days in the Galactic Federation and how I got to know Adam Malkovich. Then I told him about my adventures as a bounty hunter, working with the Federation to eradicate the Metroid species and those involved with it. I ended with how I escaped the BSL station with the X-parasites being destroyed along with that station/ I told him everything, only leaving out the details that were not important. When I finished, he was on the ground, looking at me with surprise.

"That's... You are a very skilled individual."

"You think so?"

John nodded and looked to his side. It was his turn to tell me his story. "I promised I would tell my story..." John brought his hand to his scars and sighed, looking back at me as he dropped his hand, "You've been through a lot... But you've always had a choice whether or not to follow through with something." John's gaze pierced mine, "From the time I was 6 years old, I was taught to be a soldier. I didn't have any family to come looking for me. I was simply a test subject." John closed his eyes and pointed at the scars that were just above his eye, "These scars are part of the surgical procedures that were done on me back then. There was no DNA infusion, like you. I was given and implant to improve my sight." John opened his eyes again, "I have several more scars like this around my body." John dropped his hand that pointed to the scars above his eye and pointed to the scars that were on his cheek, "These scars, on the other hand, were not the fault of surgical procedures. Instead, these scars were the fault of my own inexperience on the battle field." John dropped that hand and continued to look me in the eye, "I was in a team on a rescue mission, trying to find some of our missing soldiers. I was one of two spartans on this team... And the only spartan that got out of that mess alive. The rescue mission was more of a suicide mission. Their defenses were too strong and we ended up losing more than half of the rescue party." John ended up looking down at this point.

"It wasn't your fault, was it? You were just following orders."

"Orders that shouldn't have been given. Orders that I shouldn't have followed. Their weapons were too advanced and there was nothing that we could do to protect ourselves. We were sitting ducks until evac arrived." John shut his eyes and furrowed his brows, "I feel like those deaths were on my hands."

At this point, I slid from the pilot's chair and joined John on the floor. I hated the look he had on his face at that moment. I had no reason why... I just did. I reached forth my hand and placed it on his cheek. He flicked his head up, not sure what I was doing perhaps, and then relaxed a little bit. I half expected him to pull my hand away but he did no such thing. Instead, he closed his eyes again and held onto my hand with his own. For a moment, I felt my heart skip a beat. He then looked at me again with his deep blue eyes and smiled sweetly. I smiled back.

"Thank you, Samus... I don't know why... But I feel a lot better. I feel like..." John trailed off.

"I don't know how you feel, but I feel as though we could make great friends." I smiled and he smiled back.

"Yeah. I think you're right."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Woah, woah, woah... I meant to post this earlier. Sorry guys. ^_^; Siblings decided to take all my time... yesterday... to play some Mario Kart 8... Which is fun, by the way. Especially if you are playing online... Anyways. Yeah, sorry about that, guys. Meant to post this... Technically yesterday for me. **

**Also, I decided that it was time for some sort-of fluff... Mostly because I have been REALLY wanting to write it... Even when it comes to my own characters... V_V I'm such a girl. Anyways, there's some fluffy-ish-ness for you. But they can't be a couple quite yet. No relationship that starts as something couple... Ish lasts. At least, that's what I've seen with my friends. You have to get to know the person and actually become friends before anything happens... Though, that doesn't mean you can't be attracted to them. XD I actually have a picture of how I envisioned John in this chapter... Though I don't have it posted on my dA account. Otherwise, I would tell you guys to look at it... Instead, I'll just have to post it and hope some of you guys see it later. XD **

**Anyways, I skipped a week so you guys might get two chapters next week... Maybe... I would have given you two this week but... That didn't work out. Writer's block is NOT awesome. So... Yeah. Have an awesome week, guys. **


End file.
